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PREFACE. 



The design of the following poem may be 
stated in one word — to be an endeavour to 
show how we may approximate to the fulfil- 
ment of the promise, " Thy days shall be as 
the days of heaven upon earth." If the fra- 
grance of that greatest of attainable blessedness 
should linger in the heart of the reader, even 
though he might not trace out the whole 
process by which the residt is obtained, the 
writer woidd be most grateful that his labour 
had not been in vain; and that the Muse, 
which he loves, should have vindic^i^ \^«t 
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claim to a higher mission than that too often 
assigned her. 

As, however, some Mends have thought 
that an analysis of the first part might tend 
to bring out the design more clearly, and 
place the reader in a position to see the lead- 
ing of the whole poem, it is here subjoined. 




ANALYSIS OF THE STUDY. 



Tns writer is supposed to enter his study on a 
brilliant summer morning; the suggestion rises, 
Why should he, complete master of his time, 
consent to sit immured among dead volumes, 
when the book of Nature in its most vivid pages 
lies open before him ? The answer is, This love 
of books arises from no indifference to Nature 
or insensibility to the sacred and mysterious 
charm of her teaching ; which, imbibed in child- 
hood, may be forgotten in the eager striving for 
the prizes of this world, but, when we find the 
vanity of these, returns with a consoling infiuence 
that accompanies us in old age ; is not quenched 
by the most spiritual aspirations, but even in the 
article of death survives undiminished.. 
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This last fact leads thq inquiry into the cause of 
this deep sympathy and correspondence between 
our souls and Nature, and suggests the proba- 
bility that the root of this sympathy between 
man and creation lies deeper than in the present 
condition of either. 

No one who has had his eyes opene4 to read 
these secrets of her pages can be indifferent to 
the volume which contains them ; but the inspec- 
tion of the hieroglyphics will never enable us to 
decipher them. She is but a mirror to reflect 
our souls according to their development; or to 
make what God has written there distinct, as 
invisible ink writing when set before the fire. 
Incapable of improvement herself, always the 
same, but ever equal to the elevation of mind, 
the only thing in this world capable of improve- 
ment or degradation. 

This powerlessness of Nature to teach her own 
lessons may be seen in many whose lot has fixed 
their calling amid her fairest objects, as the gar- 
dener, and who remain insensible to the more 
refined and intellectual pleasure they can afford, 
because their intellectual powers have lain dor- 
mant and unfolded. 
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For such, indiflference is no proof of the modern 
infidel philosophy, that man is a slow progression 
from a state of which the savage is a lingering 
specimen. Those who take revelation for their 
guide, supported as it is by the self-springing 
intelligence in, even, infancy, see in it the neglect 
on our part to educate the powers created in us, 
ready for and asking our aid. For such is the 
law of being: the latent powers need the care 
and nourishment of those who are in life before 
us to elicit them, and teach us how to use them. 
Of these teachers, the first is the mother, and 
love the first conception; then the father, the 
school, and so the mind is opened to admit the 
deeper search of knowledge and genius; these 
flashes irradiate the deep chambers of the soul 
and awaken keen aspirations after their true 
object — to find and possess the flower whose faint 
perfume has reached them. 

But here a question may arise, since such high- 
pitched expectations only lead to disdain those 
simple forms around us, as inadequate to gratify 
such cravings after exquisite delight, and lead 
us away from present surrounding life to more 
refined and inspiring objects, only l^adm^ ^^"ta. 
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disappointment to disappointment, that ends in 
weariness and satiety — as seems so marked a 
character of our day — were it not wiser to take a 
lower level, leave these powers unawakened and 
seek content in humbler satisfactions; and may 
not, on the whole, such a gardener as has been 
described be saved from more disquietude than 
he can gain of pleasure, by that very ignorance 
which in our would, if not. bliss, is content? 

But the objector is not aware that it is through 
an awakened intellect he obtains the power of 
investing the gardener's life with such a charm 
and romance as the rustic himself has never felt 
nor dreams of; and to suppose we are given 
endowments we would be happier to leave 
wrapped up in a napkin, would be a base and 
ungenerous distrust of the Giver. 

At the same time there is a great deal in the 
remark, which observation will confirm — the 
world is sick at heart and breaks its toys. But 
is it because such is the inevitable consequence 
of use? or because the cause is in ourselves — a 
diseased palate? for we see Nature ever fresh 
and joyous — and the Creator never wearies of 
His work, even the simplest. Are we an excep- 
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tion? Oh, no! we have gone astray; we want 
some guide to lead us back to the use of Nature, 
ourselves, all things. And that guide is to be 
found, not in the world of Nature, but of mind ; 
in the world of books, among the voices of the 
dead, there is one living voice which can reach 
the centre craving of our life, show us what we 
recognize, and while it vanishes from sight, is a 
joy for ever. The master-chord which resolves 
all the perplexities of the harmony, and while 
it makes our fliture, henceforth, nothing in the 
compass of this life, sheds its light on our present 
path, uses all our faculties as opened eyes to look 
through and behold old things past away and all 
things in a sense made new. 

Such was my train of thought in the " Study," 
and what bears the name of "Nocturne" is 
intended to be a sort of parable of Nature wit- 
nessing this secret, the third part opening it, and 
the fourth illustrating by example its power to 
bless ^e life that now is, as well as that to come. 




I. 



THE STUDY. 



* * * * 
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THE STUDY. 



<i 



Satiety to death will turn 
The life on which ^tisfed ; 

But let the heart lifers secret leam^ 
And death itself fails dead" 




jY study surely is a pleasant room ; 

Pleasantly placed for study, thought, or 

leisure ^ 
jRetired sufficiently, but not recluse ; 
A hermitage upon the fqrest's verge, 
No cave in her ascetic solitude. 
What meditation worth the cost would chirp 
Of flitting children ever disconcert ? 
Or cheery matron voice, as to and fro 
She plies her rule, or through the slanting door 
Presents her smile of conscious privilege. 
More welcome than the dawning, through a cloud, 
That tells the world of happy hours at hand ? 

Then, what suggestion of congenial thou^lvt. 
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This window yields — tliis one Cyclopean eye ! 

Securing vision, and seclusion too : 

Its lids these curtains, evergreens its brow, 

Wliere trailing roses intersperse their bloom 

In every phase of loveliness. Beyond, 

The flecker' d lawn — an emerald mosaic, 

Wrought by the branches of those stately trees, 

Advanced like chieftains in their full display 

Before the humbler and retiring copse. 

But filleted with one thin silver band. 

The only garnish in the glowing heavens. 

How fair the scene ! But on its stage there moves, 
Except the casual bird, no living thing. 
Save two fair calves — one red, one creamy white, 
That, almost sparkling in the sun-blaze, show 
Like ruby and cornelian. Pretty pair ! 
They well repay the privilege to use 
This nursery they ornament so well. 
Inseparable friends, and without fear 
Of the small Eves and Adams of their paradise, 
By strange attraction drawn to lick their hands. 
Some instinct yet surviving from the fall. 

These only grace the scene. But, hark ! at hand. 
Well known along that alley's winding shade. 
The gardener — his whistle and his tread ; 
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His basket piled with triumphs of his skill — 
His roots, his peas, his foamy cauliflowers. 
Lord of a small domain, yet in small space 
Inclosing much content ; his only care, 
To rule his vegetable kingdom well ; 
And well he rules it : were all ruled as well ! 

His store deposited, their firesh green smell 
By smell of bass-mat bound ; and by the cook 
And apron' d mistress criticised and prais'd 
(Each artist's simplest, yet most prized reward) ; 
With steps elated, firm with purpose fixed 
To win superior honours yet, he seeks 
Fresh labours ; buried in his own pursuits. 
Yet ministering unconsciously to mine 
A sense of life and occupation near, 
With the fresh streams that living Nature pours, 
Scattering, like Eastern torrents, gems along. 

To each, their own content. Would he ex- 
change 
The toil of hand for labour of the brain — 
Fresh air, free sunshine, for the student's cell ? 
No more than school-boy, whom the jangling bell. 
With hoarse reiterated malice, calls 
From eager play, just when the game is warm, 
To Jupiter and his ill-nurtured crew, 
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Whose names are redolent of school-room dust, 
While Sol rides high, and all the world abroad. 

We pity the poor school-boy ; pained ourselves 
To leave him in the hands of Discipline, 
When Nature pleads so strongly for her own. 
But Love looks onward ; so, whate'er her eye, 
Her lip is firm. But me, the liberty, 
A dream to him so sweet, but tantalizing 
As fruit that leans secure o'er garden wall — 
To me is commonplace ; for Discipline 
Has passed me through her hands — ^become my 

servant. 
To set her hours, abridge or alter them. 
Should I decree this day is holiday. 
Who shall gainsay me? Why, then, shut up 

here? 
Through open'd window why retail the air, 
Which I can breathe, as free as heaven without, 
A woven tissue of all fragrancy ? 
While those gay buds, a living group, immur'd 
In ranges of gaimt volumes pil'd around. 
As children strayed into a cemetery. 
Breathe their sweet message to invite me forth, 
Where the wise-hearted bees lare gathering stores 
From summer joy and beauty. ** Winter soon — 
Too soon — will disenchant the scene, and hold 
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In gloomy state his coiiffc of skeletons ; 

Then from the weeping window turn, and seek 

The silent hearth's companionable flame. 

Then let your paper world unfold its leaves ; 

Gather what fruit its inky stains may yield 

To solace vacancy \ but when my volume 

In its most glowing pages waits disclos'd, 

Let other books be shut." Thus Nature pleads, 

And not, perhaps, unwisely. Why, then, here ? 

A bird with cage unbarr'd, yet spread no wing 

To flutter with the bright rejoicing throng 

That meet this day beneath the dome of heav'n, 

And sum their imits in one full delight ! 

Or am I grown too callous or too cold — 

My heart a world-worn highway ? Rather, say^ 

Must life, swept onward in its darkling course 

To unknown regions, leave its native shores, 

Lessening in fairy sunset, far behind. 

As childish toys that men, half-sighing, part ? 

Ah, Nature ! Mother ! from whose breast waa 
drawn 
My first dim consciousness of inner life ; 
Faint perfume stealing from some hidden flower, 
Some link then felt between my soul and thee — 
Some link between thy world and worlds beyond ; 
So near — I could not see thee and not iee\\ 
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So distant — nothing seen could satisfy. 
Can I forget thee ever ? Ever wish 
To lose thy love, or lose my love for thee ? 
When trusted forth, upon the safe air'd sward 
The young Immortal totter'd, stumbling oft 
On his inheritance, with stolid cheek, 
Cross-muffled chest, and round incurious eye. 
This creature of no force thou didst not scorn. 
But lur'd him to thee — gifted him with flowers 
Bunch'd in his tiny gripe insatiable. 
Or, day oft pondered, when the mould'ring stile 
Eeceived us, from the sun-smit road escaped, 
At once into another world, of green, 
Where the cool pathway thro' the tall still grass 
Leads by the flowing stream — so smoothly flowing — 
Yet dimpling, as by pleasant fancies stirr'd. 
Thus didst thou watch me, with wise ceire fore- 
stalling 
The evil days at hand ; that memory 
Might root in Paradise ; the language first 
Familiar, that, which has no word for sin. 
Wisest of teachers, sweet thy tasks to learn ! 
So unreproving, and so debonair, 
Yet so effectual ; thy primrose alphabet, 
Spring's pictured primer ; Summer's wealth of 

phrase ; 
Autumn — even Winter — each their dialect ; 
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And the innumerable liglits wliich heaven 
Throws on the meaning of the earth beneath. 
The nice felicities of scene and season, 
The perfect language of a perfect mind. 

And art thou but a nurse to talk to children ? 
No help-meet for the manhood of the mind ; 
Too busy with the strong affairs of life, 
Or soaring up to an ethereal world? 
We may forget thee when the world first offers 
Her quivering vintage ; when her trumpet-call 
Provokes our panting bosoms to the strife, 
The thunder of the captains and the shouting ; 
When mad Ambition through the writhing dust 
Waves her star banner, rears on high her crowns, 
Fame, honour, riches, loves, and luxuries. 
But when the hour which sorrow has in store 
Fulfils its bodings ; when the heart puts on 
Its sables; when the hard- won crowns are 

Wrench'd 
By stronger hands, or shatter' d down in dust ; 
When those who promis'd faith have broken 

faith, 
And, breaking faith, have broken hearts that , 

trusted. 
Or — grief of griefs — when those who kept their 

faith 
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m 

Can keep it now no more ; and tlie dim shore, 
With silent stranded wrecks is desolate ; 
Then, though forgotten, thou dost not forget, 
But with a mother's unobtrusive love 
Wait'st till the moody stare at last is won 
To notice those sweet features, seen before 
Ere grief was known; and still thy brow un- 
changed. 
We long to talk with thee of those blest hours ; 
To hear once more thy cradle melodies. 
And on thy bosom lull our woes to rest. 

Ev'n when the road we all must tread has left 
Far, far behind, the summer scenery 
Of life's enchantments, and become a path 
Almost obliterated, vanishing 
Through the lone moor in winter's closing eve ; 
As the old man his solitary way 
Turns homeward, he is comforted to see 
His steps not quite beyond the genial bound 
Of Nature's life and Nature's sympathy ; 
Who spreads upon her wastes, reflecting his, 
A serious softness temper'd to the rays 
That spread their **part in peace" from the still 

pile 
Of clouds that pinnacle the western ridge ; 
Solemn^ but hopeful ; witness to the constancy 
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And endless versatility of Love ; 
Shedding her light on what remains of home ; 
Mantling the past with soothing memories ; 
And through the shadows weaving prophecies 
Of Eastern splendour, ere the night close down. 

No, not the life whose spring is from above, 
From which this world drops dead, disuses thee, 
Then first disclosing to the pure in heart 
The secret, whisper' d, why thy power to please 
Is indestructible ; loved to the last 
Best by the holiest, when the messengers 
Are closing to receive the gentle spirit 
Exhaling o'er the cherished pillow'd flower. . 

Some mystery lies here — too deep ; its root 
Pierces the soil from whence creation springs ; 
And where the issues of its branching height 
The boldest climber has not yet achieved, 
Nor intellectual telescope resolv'd. 
He knows, whose word Creation starts to hear, 
" Lo, I make all things new." And here affix'd. 
Perhaps as needing such certificate, 
The seal that makes all sure; "Write, for these 

words 
Are true and faithful." What can such words 
mean ? 

til 
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What to the ear of childhood would they mean ? 
What to the heart of love ? for love restores 
Childhood's divine simplicity of faith, 
And wears it set in brilliants of her own. 

Fair vale — once strange, admir'd — ^now long be- 
loved ; 
Haunt of so many ye^^s, depository 
Of thoughts that else had fleeted from my being ; 
But thou restorest me unto myself; 
Unto the days that are, the days that were, 
But are not, and yet are, as they are, never. 
Until the present shall become the past. 
As underneath the gleam of summer skies 
That vault with glowing azure thy fair aisles, 
I gaze upen their shadowy loveliness ; 
Or where the sun sparks scattering thro' the haze 
Of foliage, like a flight of faiiy wings, 
Fold on the oak's brown girth, the laurel slope, 
The deep fern-brake o'er which the witch-elm 

broods, 
The glancing of the unambitious flow 
Of woodland waters, with no sound to break 
The pause but such as perfects the seclusion ; 
Then, in my spirit's trance, they stand beside me ; 
^ Old memories are rising all arouQd ; 
l^ot in grave cerements, not in awful wanness. 
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But stol'd in Sabbath plenitude of peace, 
As having left with us their last of sorrows. 
Those eyes so innocent, so true, so bright. 
Favoured of Heaven, once more, from their deep 

gaze, 
Beturn to mine, as to its ark the dove, 
With news of deathless hope for deathless love ; 
Now clos'd in night, that sacred starlight still 
Is watching o'er my heart — ^the star of dawn. 

I know Eternity, as space, surrounds us, 
That time is as a planet glimmering on 
Its ordered destiny ; I do believe 
The unions torn asunder here shall find 
Chance never cast those meetings, nor the 

yearnings 
That glow within us stUl, a lighted sepulchre. 
But in that world, shut in by jealous towers 
Whose battlemented height no eye may scale, 
Shall all the sweet communings of the past. 
The first fond interlacings of our hearts 
Twined round their lowly cradle be no more ; 
Past out of thought, as of regard too mean 
For those who dwell in diamond palaces ? 
Love never spoke that thought; leaning on 

memory 
Her eyes anticipate where Hope 'wav^^ QXi'^«x^\ 
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Her eyes on stars, her feet on earth's soft flowers, 

And in the future harvesting the past. 

What shepherd maid translated to a throne 

Could so forget the cottage of her youth, 

The woodbine shade, still scented with the 

memories 
Of Love's first kiss, where she was woo'd and won ? 
Or shall it be that we indeed resume 
Where broken off our true imfolding life ? 
Shall the warm pulse thrill onward, and assure 
Identity ? Seal'd by these witnesses 
Set round us as of old, but oh, how changed 
Since those sad parting pangs that taught our souls 
By needful anguish to conceive the bliss 
Of love restored ; but, like ourselves, unchang'd 
In all that gives such rapture to the thought 
That those who so shall meet have met before ; 
And in that wondrous future, with surprise. 
Of ecstasy, shall see the past unveil' d ! 
**Ah," shall it then be said? ** 'twas this we saw. 
This was the secret felt in passing thrills ; 
Twasnot in vain we met, and lov'd, and moum'd." 

May it indeed be thus ! But hush. Conjecture I 
What whisper thrills the stilly shivering leaves ! 
*'Lo, I make all things new," ** Write ; for these 
worda 
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Are true and faithful." 'Tis enough ; the word 

Will not return an empty messenger ; 

The meek shall have their blessing : meek and 

lowly 
Is love ; nor wearies of the works of God. 

Can he who hears these words, and, as he hears 
them, 
Surveys the universe, all breathing round, 
Deem it henceforth a plaything, or beneath 
His manhood ; or its songs too light, too earthly 
For those who fain would hear what angels sing ? 
But who shall teach the lesson, who instruct us, 
How Nature should be read? She answers not. 
For what is Nature ? Nature cannot teU : 
She has no eyes to see her own fair form ; 
To hear the music of her voice no ear ; 
No swift conceiving mind : she ministers 
A picture language, beautiful indeed ; 
In colour and design how exquisite ! 
But lock'd the treasure ; where the golden key ? 
'Tis not with her, not were ten thousand ages 
Cycled upon her brow. 

There may be planets 
Arrested in the third day's growth of this, 
Wheeling through tawny shadows to tho bmyl 
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A chain of Edens, but without delight. 

No beast, no bird, no insect's murmuring wing. 

There may be planets — who can tell? — ^where 

Nature, 
Promoted into consciousness of living 
Her changeless laws, teems with unnumbered 

forms 
That set her bosom heaving with their joy 
In restless motion ; keen to every sense, 
And busy, each upon its own concerns. 
The Author of their happiness approves 
Their joy, His gift; ethereal messengers 
May stay their errand in delighted wonder ; 
But no such conscious worship glows beneath 
The starry balance of their floated wings : 
For eyes are but the glasses to the mind ; 
Beyond the heart's conception all is veil'd. 

Tou see those two fair favourites of our lawn, 
Their pastime ended, and the fi:esh grass stor'd 
For rumination, in what amity 
They rest, their wreathing necks now touch • 

caressing. 
And now, as pleased, they eye their happy 

home. 
But where the painter's gaze, the poet's fire — 
The king glance of the apprehensive mind ? 
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Or what express those soft good-natur'd eyes 

But placid, harmless, animal content ? 

There skirts the hawthorn shadow where they 

couch, 
A tribe of cowslips freckl'd in the sun. 
The children often visit there, to deck 
The entertainments of their smiling dolls ; 
These too reserved, while life may be a gift, 
The future mothers of as fair a herd. 
Supine, at ease, with lolling tongue will sweep 
These pretty gems away, as common grass, 
At best, perhaps, a comfit, but no flower. 
No, Nature never can escape the groove 
Set for her course through endless revolutions. 
Lightly revolving, of her facile wheels 
That never grate, nor ever need repair. 
A world of old tradition, firmly held. 
Transmitted faithfully, yet ever fresh 
Its daily service and its season festivals ; 
The twilight minstrelsy of wakeful birds 
Spreading, as fire fast kindling, thro' the trees. 
Till all the branches are ablaze with song, 
"With the same symphony of blended tune 
Eais'd Adam's hands in slumber ; while the dream 
Sublimes the brow of Eve of angels singing 
With blended harp-strings sounding Sabbath 
strains. 
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So broke the morning o'er the ancient story ; 
When Nineveh poured forth her royal chace; 
On ships of Tharshish patient round the coast ; 
On the pleased temples of sesthetic Greece ; 
On legions marching out to curb the provinces. 
The stage so sat, and such the scenery, 
And lighted so, as we this day behold it, 
Whatever the changing drama of our race, 
That only fluctuates in this steadfast world 
Above the beasts that perish, or beneath ; 
Up towards the angels, or towards demons, down. 

Such, as the seaman — as his boat swings idly 
At a safe reach from the mistrusted shore. 
Where, sentinel, he waits his mates' return — 
Sees, unawares, from out the forest — prowling — 
That skirts the margin of the silent isle, 
The weird presentment of a human form ; 
But, turning round, an aspect scarcely human — 
Huge, matted head, snake eyes, and teeth like 

daggers 
Us'd to their trade — ^his reveries of home 
Vanish ; his finger starts the eager trigger; 
But one glance more, his manly heart relents 
To pity and to shame, that human form, 
Of all the forms of earth most honourable, 
Could, be dishonour'd so, and so despoil'd 
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Of all that gives distinction fi:om the brute, 
Yet claim the sacred brotherhood of man. 

"The Brotherhood of Man? And know you, 

th^n, 
The origin of Man ?" Why, yes, the Bible — 
* * * The Bible V Ah ! a venerable book 
And much to be respected ; useful — ^very — 
In the world's childhood ; not unuseful still ; 
But, Kr, the day has dawn'd ; from human 

intellect 
The light is streaming out. We may regret 
Old prepossessions, almost grieve to lose 
The fond illusion of a perfect guide ; 
Yet, tho' the truth be stem, and bare, and cold, 
Beason must rule, and Faith henceforth submit 
To stand with forehead bo w'd before the throne 
Of Man's imperial intellect, that sets, 
And she alone, the statnp assuring truth!" 

Oh, how contemptuously they wave aside 
The lamp held forth to open up the night 
Of time, when Man was not, and where the path 
Leads onward, where he never yet has been ! 
Boasting discovery, and building up 
A Babel tower to out-top Heaven itself 
And floor its deep foimdations in the ab^*^^. 
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Self-consecrated priests of Nature's temple, 
They preach her laws, her wisdom, what she does. 
What she has done ; how she brought forth, at last 
Improving in her works; one day a crop ; 
Or, in successive days, successive crops 
Of rudimental men — uncouth conceptions, 
A kind of tadpole ancestry, attaining 
At last — ^but through how many million ages 
Who knows? — the Celtic standing, flint renown'd; 
And thence proceeding to the bronze degree, 
Have energiz'd at last to such perfection 
That what is truth now waits on their decree. 

So Eeason, Science, now engross the world 
Where happy Faith beheld her Lord so nigh. 
And what the substitute for breathing Love ? 
Dead, icy science on mechanic laws ; 
A world unsoul'd, a dumb deserted shrine ; 
A dreary chemistry of second causes ; 
Or, ending the interminable chain 
As a pale comet film that scarcely checks 
The straining sight, perchance a final cause 
Faintly allowed, a nebulous excuse 
For infidelity, to young beginners 
Made easy : this the substitute, for this 
They disallow the word whose name is Light, 
And in their smithy forge their own conceits. 
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And strike a galaxy of circling sparks 

That come and go, wax brilliant, and die out 

In turn, as more advance upon the night 

Dazzling weak eyes, soon &om all eyes to yanish ; 

Ignitions of the vapours which abound 

In fever swamps forsaken by the sun. 

Since « somewhere we must take our stand, I 
hold 
By the old Becord ; and since He, the Maker, 
Deigns to inform me how His work was made, 
I will not therefore hold it all untrue. 
"While Speculation, as he swerves along 
With feeble superciliousness of eye. 
Mistakes for knowledge, Fancy's zigzag flights, 
liead where she pleases — ^anywhere but there 
Where Faith haa her domain. Deucalion rather, 
And Pyrrha'fi cast of lapidary men ; 
Or Cadmus' dragon-teeth, as nearer guess. 
How such a stony-hearted race arose 
With teeth whose bite is poison. Let them go. 
My Father ! as Thy children, seated round, 
Baise to the light serene implicit brows ; 
Bapt in the past, we see the day ere man 
Could say, 'Tis evening ! when the earth rejoic'd 
As a young mother kissing her flrst-born 
Placed perfect in her bosom. While the auxi^ 
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Delighted still with new discoveries 

Of grace and beauty, cours'd among the shades 

Wav'd by the playful branches on the sward. 

Passed thro' the gate of Faith, we leave behind 

The world where Providence received in charge 

The world of miracle ; when Eternity 

G-ave in one instant forth each pattern form 

To the safe keeping of slow, cautious Time ; 

And not unwitnessed ; for those morning stars 

Who, shouting, hail'd the world's foundation laid, 

Dispers'd not upward, sure, while still remain'd 

Yet moulding on the earth the comer-stone, 

The glory of the temple : as they pause 

Breathless in circling scintillating rows 

To see that passive mould of clay, but shap'd, 

Prom the imperial feet to the still hairs 

Awaiting life, for Majesty, receive 

The stamp decisive of the soverei^ image ; 

Presh glittering from the mint, stamp'd sharp and 

true. 
Or, as an instrument, by nicest art 
Pram'd to express all soft harmonious sounds, 
First by the artist's trial touch assay'd 
Is found responsive, answering to each call. 
His eyes were opened, and he knew his Lord ; 
His ears were opened, and he owned His voice ; 
The TFords were understood ; his dignity, 
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His charge, his privilege, were all receiv'd 
As natural to his maturer birth 
As infant actions are to infancy. 
And if by hands nnskilPd or passionate 
Some strings are ruptured or jar out of tune, 
Blame not the artist, nor his work defame ; 
Say not. Behold, how many efforts yet 
Ere this crude trial shall attain perfection ! 
Spoiled as it lies, enough survives to show 
What was, — what still might be, did not neglect, 
Misusage, add such wrong to what escap'd. 
That HandePs self might pour upon the chords 
His soul's demand, and win no answer back, 
Effete or all astray. And such is man, 
Fall'n from the first ; but not to what he falls ; 
As the grand eagle, from his vantage springing, 
Pierc'd, fluttering, tumbles, limping on the clay. 

The lowliest peasant's babe is nobly born ; 
Smiles like a princess ; waves its tiny arms 
With sparkling flexure Art can but admire. 
Exulting mother- ward. As years unfold. 
Have you not seen beneath the ragged thorn, 
That with scant shadow cools the wayside bank. 
The picture of a child ? Its pretty limbs 
Ennobling Poverty, as day's fresh spring 
Glints on a russet heath; its full, clear broN7^ 
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That breaks a tumbling sea of golden curls, 
Bow'd o'er its plans of shells or pottery, 
With such a fixture of the studious eye, 
And such a pause of motion, as reveals 
A mind conceiving, or a spirit stirr'd 
With self-discovery, — as an infant first 
Stares at its fingers, wondering what they be. 

And is that fairy vision, which reveals 
In every gesture, attitude, the light 
That glows as in some lantern's pictured glass 
Within the frame it quickens, but a lump 
Of puddled clay that waits the graver's tool ? 
Or a true fragment of the broken crown 
Ere trodden under foot of man — of swine ? 
What is the diamond coated o'er with clay 
But common soil ? The sun may shine upon it, 
But it cannot shine back upon the sun ; 
But cleanse it — give the setter's patient skill 
To face and educate its sparkling gifts, — 
And, lo ! 'tis fitted to converse with Heaven, 
All tremulous in ecstasy of light. 

Thus life is given ; 'tis ours to give it food, 
And carry on what germinates so fair, 
Plac'd in our hand. If we neglect the trust, 
"Whom shall we blame ? if many a dawn as bright 
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So quickly changes to a leaden gloom ; 
Not storm, not rain ; but gilding never more 
The landscape with one burst of the old joy, 
Whence spread those vapours ? earth has stifled 
Heaven. 

But should our rather trite similitudes 
Not please, as too remov'd from flesh and blood ; 
Our friend the gardener, whose hammer-tread 
Led us just now in paths he little dream' d, 
And less would care to follow — dreams to him — 
May serve our argument. What may have been 
The presage of his morning life I know not ; 
But this I know, it was not in the mould 
In which his lonely trade. has cast him now, 
Unpliable as bronze. An honest man, 
If any. Where he should be, there, be sure. 
You'll find him, studious of his work, with knife, 
Or spade, or trundling barrows ; with a zeal 
That never falters, tiU the fruit, matur'd 
By so much labour, watchfulness, and skill, 
TTifl hand resigns, that others may enjoy. 

Would'st prove him with discourse ? When once 
the stream. 
Tardy at first, begins to flow, his words 
Will bring you, through their harmless pedantry > 



34 Secret of L ife. 

Much to instruct you, mucli that may amuse — 
Of composts and manures — of soils and sites — 
Of pinks and picotees, and those hard terms 
In which he much delights, that robe some pale 
And pigmy blossom in a traiHng pomp 
Of barbarous syllables^ and much improv'd 
In strange uncouthness as they pass his lips. 

Are you a florist? — such as Nature made 

you?— 
In sympathy with every lovely flower 
That glads the meadows, groves, and glassy 

streams — 
All that translated to the heart is purity, 
And innocence, and soft unfolding trust ? 
With condescending pity and some pride 
He will instruct your ignorance, and teach 
Your eye the practised manage, the true tests 
That mark the aristocracy of flowers ; 
The gentle blood of genuine thoroughbreds ; 
Such as are entered for the lists, where rows 
Of beauties from their crystal palaces 
Strive for the envied prize, which he, be sure. 
Will not forget to tell you he can show, 
And to his sons will leave — a silver spoon ! 
(And many more, if judges were but just) : 
Much triumph to the sinaple-hearted man, 
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When brother craftsmen hold high argument, 
Where tankards foam and pipes not plied in vain. 

But should you ask the reason of such law, 
Why so decreed — The courts have ruled it so. 
He works by rule, but why the rule should work, 
This lies not in his vision or his care. 
The subsoil of his mind lies yet unstirr'd ; 
The joy of Eeason wooing, winning truth 
Undream' d ; 'tis surface all, and even this 
Is seen, not felt; the spirit sees it not, 
Nor breathes the scent that sets its pinions waving. 
Just as the bird, whose skill we contemplate, 
With no such contemplation weaves its nest ; 
We wonder and observe, she builds and sings ; 
We love the tracings of a hand we know ; 
She loves her offspring, and she knows no more. 
For through the course of his industrious day, 
When mom first bending thro' the curtain'd world 
With jewell'd finger wakes the smiling flowers, 
And bids good morrow with a dewy kiss ; 
Or, when his noontide gorgeous levee holding. 
The sun fi:om his meridian throne looks down. 
And all droop hush'd before him ; or, at eve. 
When the high tide of summer's glorying blaze 
Subsiding, leaves tranquillity behind ; 
And in their turn the empurpled slopes of H.e>ftN^w 
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Are buddiiig thick in golden brilliancy ; 

The angel's garden, stars of Bethlehem, 

While'flowers of earth are nestling to repose ; 

When was he seen in statue stillness pausing 

As one enamour'd of so fair a scene ? 

Or with an eye that reads, with moistening glance 

V Jpward, the legend of some simple flower : — 

How even Solomon in all his glory 

Was not array 'd like one of these ? His pause^ 

If pause there be, is but to sum his day, 

Forecast to-morrow, club his clattering tools. 

Adjust his pipe ; then plod the gritty path, 

Behind his much -delighted cur, to home, 

To supper, simple chat, and sleep that wraps 

The child of labour in her softest folds. 

A quiet life, but ever in the bud ; 

Calm twilight never reddening into day. 

For spirit must waken spirit, or it lies. 
Though breathing, yet in slumber. Who the first ? 
Who bore the sorrow, hers the gift to pierce 
The dark and curtained cradle of the soul 
With the love-light'ning of her brooding eyes. 
On which his eyes are feeding, as his hand 
Expatiates o'er her besom's boimteous swell ; 
When the long serious gaze at last dissolves 
In laughing smiles, as ocean in the dawn. 
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The Father, with Aw image on this knee 
And hevB on that, absorbs their rounding eyes 
With tales of wonder and adventures strange ; 
Imagination breaks its shell, and suns 
Its callow wings ere dropped with plumy gold. ^ 
The heart of justice throbs with its first beat 
At giant wrong, while tears, in unison 
With generous courage that redeems the wrong' d 
With bleeding toil, are starting. But the nursery 
From her soft hand must yield her shrinking charge 
To graver lessons, sterner discipline ; 
Till every thew and sinew of the mind 
Educ'd, made strong and pliable for use, 
Manhood unfolds to manliness ; thenceforth 
The grand majestic spirit, as a king, 
Receives the tribute of the outward world. 
And builds those shrines and palaces of thought 
Which Nature and her laws had never dream'd. 

'Tis said that linnets which have never heard 
How linnets sing will hardly find the tune : 
And kittens gambolling in the pleasant shade 
Are by their plid.nt mothers taught to climb. 
Or sport to death the tiny trembling prey : 
The wings of eagles cloud upon their nest. 
Urging their hesitating brood to dare 
The sheer vacuity : one sacred law 
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Binding the present, debtor to the past, 

For life, and how to use it, till the links 

Pass, sparkling up into Eternity. 

"We looking up to love, Love down on us. 

None to themselves suflB-cient : some there be 

Prophets of Nature, whether cloth' d in silk 

Or sackcloth matters little ; in their hand 

A Lyre no artist ever yet could frame, 

And gushing with such witchery of sound 

As Science with her rules could never reach ; 

Waiting the touch of light, — as thrills that strain 

Down in the soul's mysterious secret shrine, 

Start from their beds, and sweep their foaming 

curls. 
The jaashing passions and entranced affections ; 
For they have heard whom they must henceforth 

seek 
Through every form of being, one by one. 
Till they embrace, whose voice so sweetly called. 

" Better they slumber'd on," a whispering voice 
In answer, holding converse with my pen, 
As by electric lines, thus seems to speak ; 
(For they who speak to others in their souls 
Are never lonely in their solitude) ; — 
*' Better they slumber'd on, than wake, to find 
The waking world is not a world of dreamy. 
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What is the world but one huge disappointment ? 
Why fling the shutters wide to make it plain ? 
The bud unblossom'd still is streaked with hope ; 
But in the spread of the uncrowding leaves 
Soon show the languors that prelude decay : 
Dancing to-night on maiden's bosom jubilant, 
To-morrow on some dunghill cast to die, 
Who heeds it now but some pale moralist, 
Who in its story reads, fair maid, thine own ? 
When all that grace, and all that tenderness — 
Those untold treasures of the innocent heart, 
Sought out, refin'd, as silver from the mine. 
Or vase of virgin gold, omboss'd to throw 
Its sunny gleamings on the royal wine. 
Shall waste them on ditch-water — fondly held 
As if those priz'd caresses could transmute 
Its vileness to the nectar of the soul ? 
Or as that Lyre, so exquisitely strung 
That Summer's slightest whisper is divulg'd, 
More keenly shivers to the Tempest's shriek. 
Or moans the wailing dirge when tempests die, 
Or heave supine in moody apathy." 

"And such is now the world — a waste. The 
storm 
Has wreck' d its grandeur — 'tis a mine work'd out. 
Scarce worth the sifting the few sparkles left. 
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Gk)ne the warm promise of its early dawn, 
Even as yourself has said, and near to night ; 
The sweet intense imaginings that gave 
The cedar blaze to passion, and enswath'd 
The silver tripod with clear flame, burnt out ; 
Now brambles crackle round the sooty pot ; 
Soon sunk in filthy ashes. O'er the heap 
Men cower, and spread their hands and fondly 

chafe 
Their torpid bosoms, if they may revive 
Seme genial warmth. Is it not true ? "What say 
Your Prophets ? — they who teach the art to find 
The springs of rapture, or work painful down 
The dusky mines of knowledge. Are they richer 
In happiness ? That wisdom have they found ? 
Or have their blissful visions been fulfill'd 
In their own bliss ? Crowns on their brows may 

shine. 
Perhaps deferr'd till they shall crown a corpse ; 
But what the bleeding of their climbing feet — 
Their falls — and oft their end ! Would you ex- 
change 
Your life for theirs ? your peace, for crowns 

whose glory 
Light other eyes but his who feels their weight 
In feverish isolation of success ? 
Nay, we shall ask themselves. From out the shelf 
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Where stand arranged this envied company, 
Lead now some Poet-prophet ; bid him make 
His spirit Tocal ; ask him what inspires 
His richest strains ; where loves he most to linger ? 
In cypress shade, o'er tombs of buried hopes, 
Weaving sad chaplets for the untimely bier 
Of Love, of Pleasure — broken hearts, laments, 
Wild yearnings in collapse ? And this is happi- 
ness ! 

" What can we say, but bom to too much wealth, 
They squandered it the faster ; quicklier leam'd 
What the slow world is learning all too soon. 
What gold could purchase a new pleasure now ? 
Or strike out some new relish of the old ? 
Can whip Sensation to a madder pace 
(More virtuous wickedness, more hateful virtue) ? 
Can twirl the colour'd fragments, beads, or glass, 
To some new pattern never hit before ? 
What can the painter do but represent 
Old elements (and they but limited). 
As beeches, alders, oaks — oak, beech, and alder ? 
A hundred miles of roadside in the spring 
Will but repeat what varies a few yards. 
We've seen the woodland lane — seen its old gate ; 
Old grandam, with old cloak, gathering old sticks. 
With little bright-hair' d, bare-legg'd 8atellit^^\ 
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Tlie woodman's pipe, brown gaiters and blue hose ; 
Old mills, so anile, how their grinders work 
And leave such jaws unshattor'd is a marvel ; 
Sheep with their upland, cows their dreamy pool ; 
Goats, asses, swine, can now no quarter turn 
For new effects on which the son of art 
May advertise his skill. We know, how waves 
Bound the old bastion, toss the scatter'd light 
On lumbering barges, ships half lost in scud. 
Where now the healthy pulse of the old dance, 
Breathing the country freshness, stamping off 
Exuberance of life, with jocund strain 
Of native gladness making the heart dance ? 
What is that joyless wildness that I hear ? 
That vapid cloying lusciousness of strain — 
That mad extravagance? To me it seems 
The Harem's jaded revelry, not mirth ; 
Mind-brandy — if intoxicating fire 
May simulate the glow of innocence ; 
Spendthrifts of all our wealth, and beggars now ; 
Forced to material comfort. Science rolls 
Our clay about, but the mind scarcely marks it. 
Dozing unjoyous in a dead routine." 

" A happier life, perhaps — ^if happiness 
Is based upon contentment ; and content 
Be, when the inner and the outer life 
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Equally yok'd, the car rolls smoothly on, — 
May bless his days with mind no deeper stirr'd 
Than Nature asks to walk with her in peace ; 
Living her simple life, nor seeking more. 
Such as our humble friend whose portraiture 
You just now painted from your point of view. 
Let me now show the colours I would use : — 
See him content within the narrow world 
His brick horizon bounds ; beyond those walls 
If he knows little, less he cares to know ; 
Has he not varied interests for each hour, 
And exercise that never overstrains 
His pacing mind, but feeds it with success ? 
His cool, clear eye, if shallow as the brook 
Spann'd by the meadow plank, o'erflows with 

health ; 
No fever spark of vain imaginings 
Has £x'd his death-light there ; and on those cheeks. 
Firm and fresh-coloured, show no sccurs of care 
Or mental strife— vain striving to attain 
What cannot be attain' d, tho' cheeks be hollowed. 
And overwrought muscles shrivell'd up to whip- 
cord. 
Men would not spend their strength were there 

not pleasure 
In the mad chase, and glory, if successful. 
The wine is rich — its visions, fairy palaces 
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On golden clouds ; but, then, the after-waking — 
The head-ache, and the heart-ache, and the crash 
Of failure — tumbled down — ^the sting of tongues. 
Better escape them all in such calm days 
Passed among winsome flowers, and &esh green 

rows 
Of life upspringing gladly from the clay. 
The only murmur suffered entrance here, 
The pleasant murmur of the wavering bees. 
No grudging note, save in the marble heavens, 
Some courier raven, winging his lone way, 
Croaks to behold such treasure so secured. 
The nursery gardeners, with their coaxing eyes, 
Beset him for a nosegay, or to bribe 
His skill to set their roots and sow their seeds ; 
The daughter of the house, with &ank bright 

smile. 
Makes him her oracle in garden lore, 
And fills her basket with the choicest fruits. 
Which he has treasured for her on the arms 
That drape from their old stems the wall that peeps 
In mellow russet, warming in the sun, 
By Time, that prince of painters, beautified. 
As memory with a living spell recalls 
The days when courtly damsels stepped these walks 
In those old times when books, if rare, were used 
Less rarely as they should ; when Beauty gave 
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Her hand to Thought, and Wisdom bow'd her 

eyes; 
When Locke was read, and Addison admired. 
And old Divinity, with reason calm, 
Sound in the faith, and ripe in charity ; 
Completing loveliness with spirit grace, 
Like fragrancy in flowers — such flowers as bloom*d 
And breathed in those old days, unforc'd and free— 
Boses and spicy stocks, romance of smell. 
If truth be in these colours, all must own 
How fair the life whose picture shows so fair." 

Yes ; if the picture were but sensitive 
To its own beauty ; could the artist's soul, 
Beflected from his canvas, glow within it. 
What you have imag'd, such his life might be. 
Whose clay-cold world your golden dreams enrich 
With living radiancy that warms him not, 
Nor glorifies the scene in which he moves. 
What walls can hallow any spot of earth 
From cares and discontent and jealousy ? 
And envying often in his lonely hours 
The social labour of the breezy fleld ; 
Blind are the worms that pierce the sordid clay. 
But who hath opened up this world to you ? 
Your eyes are couch' d, you see ; but who unfilm'd 
I'rom dull perception of mere body use 
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Those windows of the soul ? Ah ! look around you : 
This silent garden, which that door secludes. 
With yon bright scene compared, how small, how 

mean! 
Yet all that Paradise in all that sheen ; 
That bl£izing glory, monarch of the skies, 
Own not the treasures which these lavish on us, 
Who stand around— our silent benefactors ! 
Gone from the earth the lives that toil'd and bled — 
Discoverers of a mora transcendent world. 
Where the sun beams with thoughts ; its fervency^ 
Affections ; and its soil, firm knowledge, stor'd 
With wisdom that makes cheap the ruddy gold ; 
Where Memory refracts the sunset past ; 
And Fancy, harbinger of truth, breaks up 
The gloom of night, and scattering diamonds 

round. 
Perfumes the violet and gilds the sun. 
Of those who broke the way, arid led us on. 
And left with us their wealth, a legacy. 
Speak tenderly, speak gently. If they failed, 
Theirs is the loss ; if they have shown the world 
All lighted up, a palace for its Lord, 
And faird to find Him, wisely use their sorrow ; 
But cast not down in base distrust the gifts 
Which He who sent them — ^by whatever hand . 
To you committed — sent them for your good. 
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And yet your words have truth. The world 
looks worn, 
And men seem not to joy as once they joy'd. 
We might outspend in some sequestered dell, 
Beneath the shelter of forgotten towers, 
The summer's sultry pause upon this theme ; 
While at our call the buried ages reax 
Their giant shadows. Lo, the crown of gold, 
The silver, and the brass, the useful slave 
Hard iron, mix'd — ^how true ! — ^with miry clay. 
But why the crown of gold ? with ours compared 
In science, learning, arts, an age of children. 
And is not childhood called the Golden Age ? 
Or, rather, when the ardency of Youth, 
Believing with full trust each beckoning promise, 
The wreath of fame, the diadem of power ; 
And Love — fulfilment of all sense of bliss — 
Found Labour joy ; while Hope, his gentle mis- 
tress, 
Urged etwh. adventure to her own undoing. 
But all is now explored ; the search has reached 
Its limit ; and men pause and ask, ** What next V 
And they the fleetest, keenest in the chase, 
Eetum most jaded and disconsolate. 

Who can interpret for us ? Can the works 
Of the Eternal Hand be framed so frail 
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They needs must crumble at tlie slightest touch ? 

As that Etrurian monarch, safe entombed 

In all his grandeur, waited on by ages, 

By accident revealed to breathing day, 

Vanished, a pinch of dust. Or we ourselves, 

Who boast an higher lineage, sent to rule 

This province, its deputed governors, — 

Are we, the masterpiece, too finely wrought. 

Too delicate for use, too soon xintun'd ? 

Or must the appetite that craves for life 

Peed on perpetual novelty, or die. 

Sated and sicken'd ? Nature from her rest 

Bises indignant to refute the charge ; 

Points to her pastures, wimpling brooks, and 

groves, 
And living charge, and says, " 'Tis not with me." 
And He, the Author of all worlds, all life, 
"Who searches all perfection to the roots, — 
He wearies not ; but what He once approves, 
Approves for ever, resting in His love. 

Oh, were it so with us ! Who shall instruct us 
To find — ^for we have gone astray— our home. 
Where we would be ? And see, whose voice we 

hear 
Most clearly when most innocent ; a call 
We felt as if we knew, and wanted, long'd. 
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To hold and not let go— our life — ourself : 

The voice that thrilled our childhood — led us on, 

While every waking faculty attested 

How worthy of our search, beyond their roach 

To tell us. So we search. "Where'er they pointed 

And drew aside each veil, prepared for rapture ; 

But, lo ! the grinning irony of Death 

On every side, and under every mask. 

Corruption, and the dullness of despedr. 

'Tis a deep sorrow, and not lightly cur'd ; 
Yet not beyond our search. If you will trust 
A seeker like yourself— but not to-day, 
Perhaps to-morrow — we might travel forth ; 
Not in that world, though aU its glorious forms 
Seem oracles,— the answer lies not there. 
Mingled with. human life, in lowly guise. 
Here, where we sit — ^here, where my hand is laid — 
Here, with the voices of the dead — ^the voice 
Whose echo only Nature hears, may speak 
In nearer, clearer accents. As we listen, 
Perchance the heart may leap to recognize 
Those lightening features, vanishing in smiles, 
Fix'd in our heart for ever as our own ; 
Be holiness, or love, or happiness 
Thy name, or, summing all, eternal life. 
Thenceforth the earth remits her earthly hold, 



50 Secret of Life, 

For we must seek her -where her dwelling is — 
Above the gilded pinnacles of earth ; 
Above the fairy fabric of the clouds j 
Above the cresset vaulting of the heavens. 
Yet when our hearts most rest with her above, 
She most delights to cheer our footsteps here ; 
For she is lowly, full of hope and love ; 
Disdaining none, but making gems of dust j 
As her soft lustre fills each open'd faculty 
With a new vision that makes all seem new : 
A new creation, budding where the old 
Seems as a leaf that withers ; for her smile 
Can make the desert blossom like the rose ; 
Wipe tears from sorrow ; wither from our path 
Satiety, the fungus of the grave ; 
And make perennial every simplest joy. 

If such a path, so leading, may be found 
From out this tangled wild, who would not search ? 
To-morrow, then ; but who may 'gage to-morrow ? 
To-morrow may have other work to do ; 
Perhaps our calling may be far away 
To-morrow : then — may I not call you friend ? 
Until to-morrow breaks her seal — farewell. 
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A NOCTURNE. 




"7/4^ dawn of each returning day 

Fresh beams of knowledge brings ; 

And from the dark returns of night 

Divine instruction springs. " 

Psalm xix. 


HE clock — Time's preacher — ^from his pulpit 
high, 

Holds undivided through the silent hours 
The vacant ear of Night, and syllables 
In inexpressive monotone his theme, 
To us so weighty, but to him routine ; 
Then, roujsed to vigour, strikes his moral home. 
And straight begins again. None interrupt, 
But none give ear : their thoughts are far away, 
Fast locked in slumber, or enlarg'd in dreams 
That open palaces to labouring men. 

The servants' arms are folded : noble trust 
Fix'd on the features of the watchful nurse, 
Amid her breathing blossoms, strewn around 
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In sweet abandon. Favourite of the house, 

The silken spaniel, minim of his tribe, 

Busy on nothings all day long, forgets 

His small importance, coiled upon his mat. 

The living household, of all grades and kinds 

That constitute the heart's familiar life. 

Infolded in a fellowship of rest ; 

Me only, exiled, that staid monitor 

But irritates, not edifies ; for nearer 

Than Time's last stroke it tells how, nearer still, 

The blazing chariot of the sun wheels roimd, 

Zealous to spring the heights of heav'n once more, 

And waken up innumerable eyes 

Eenew'd in gladness, and set keen for life ; 

While mine — if Slumber, and that soon, relent 

not — 
Like a sick watch-light so must face the sun. 

'Tis not the doomsday knell that night will 
bring 
Home to the ear of conscience startles me : 
Mercy has chang'd the iron tongue to gold. 
No avalanche of evil o'er my heart 
Impends in trembling shadow ; ruthless pain 
Scathes not my bed ; nor weary, weary sickness. 
That cannot, like dull heaving billows, rest, 
My pillow ; nor the night steam of the grave 
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Sits heavy down in rankness on my soul, 
Making mirth madness. From such ills as these 
Defended, wakefulness may turn to praise. 
To charity, aspiring through the gloom 
To win a dew-drop for some quiv'ring tongue. 

There is no ill, but on comparison 
Some weightier evil shcdl not mount in air. 
But cannot change to good. Day summons all 
To discipline ; Night heals the wear of day. 
Indulgent Evening rules a neutral ground, 
Where Rest greets Labour with a loving kiss, 
Leads him with willing hand to breathing bowers, 
Tells pleasant tales, and sings sweet lullabies ; 
While Slumber, stealing unawares behind. 
With arms out-circling, drap'd in spangled shades. 
Gathers the darkness, and upon the brow 
With slight compression weaves a solid gloom. 
Pervading heart and brain and soul and sense, 
And thought, a twinkling beacon, disappears. 

And thus all eyes, appointed to receive 
Their brightness from the glorious Kong of light. 
Tribe after tribe, with his uprising, raise. 
And with his setting droop their lids again. 
But man, on one side of a royalty 
That none beside beneath the sun can claim, — 
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If, therefore, he despise the lowly birth 
That makes the mother of all life his own, 
Counting such kindred but disparagement, 
Submission to the household laws disgrace ; — 
If he, when all lie gather'd in her arms 
In trustful sleep beneath the sacred stars, 
Then trims his lamp, and bids the shaded eyes 
Bekindle, and the sooth'd, subsiding brain 
Shake off the gathering atmosphere of dreams ; 
And — as a steed, whose sweat and rack have earned 
His stall and litter, at the clamorous caU 
Of stamping traveller leads shrinking forth, 
Caparison'd beneath the shimmering moon, — 
So rouse, prepared to bear the impetuous spirit 
In chase of knowledge, or the enchanting beck 
Of Fancy, fearful lest her footprints fade. 
If, squandering so the precious trust of life, 
Man outrage nature, he must look to pay 
The penalty of broken laws in full. 

Fo:^ when the lamp, — ^the star of those who watch 
The hours to slumber consecrate, in vain 
Sighing, vain cares, insatiate lust of thought ; — 
Spending its life in quiet ministry. 
Now waning, flickers on the verge of doom ; 
And the stern stroke of Time's remembrancer 
Clangs thro' the waste of gaunt and haggard J^ight, 
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Rending her mask, — as those who walk in sleep 
Start when night thunder scares them from their 

dreams, 
And rising, ere the sick'ning taper sinks 
In shadows thronging round its fainting spasms. 
We pass, with guilty stealth, each silent door 
That sentinels the sacred charge within, 
Closing our own upon a room that frowns 
A cold indifference ; and upon the bed 
That has no greeting for us, as a friend 
Long slighted, now estranged, we bid at last 
The weary slave repose, and summon Sleep, — 
Folding our arms, with limbs for rest disposed, — 
To do her office, and hide the hours till day 
Shall wonder at the gems from darkness won ; 
(Though oft Night's fairy pageantry will prove 
But straws and gravel in his truthful beams,) 
Then comes the Nemesis ; for Slumber comes 

not, 
Sailing on sightless pennons fledg'd with dreams. 
With downy whisperings soothing wearied men : 
But not to me, for I have slighted her. 
And she slights me. My scorning spirit trampled 
The sweet religion of the lowly earth ; 
Now, as profane, self-excommunicate, 
My name is banish'd from her ministry : 
Bc^ish'd the gelid feet that cannot warm ; 
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Banish'd tbe throbbing brow that cannot cool ; 

The heart, all energy wrung out, and sick 

With sickness of the over-labour'd brain. 

Leaning its load against its bony cell, 

Too tired for progress, and too tired to rest. 

Another hour ! ah, Slumber, can it be ? 

So terribly in earnest ? no remorse 

Yearning to break reserve ? but all thy train, 

Since I would have it so, so carefully 

From all without withdrawn, from all within ? 

But I mnst conquer ; I have spells to make 
Unkindly Sleep my vassal. Lo ! I close 
Mine eyes, and Fancy's golden key unlocks 
Two fields, a fence between ; an hundred sheep 
That dusky squadron holds ; my task, to pass 
Them one by one — a band to gather there ; 
And ere the tale be told I have my bird. 
One, disengaging, climbs the bank, and, leaping. 
Feeds in the vacant pasture, waiting there 
His friends ; another — ^but he hesitates, 
Yet takes the spring ; he too is counted safe ; 
Another, more reluctant, but overcome. 
The spell begins to work, but hard to hold 
A firm attention ; for, my purpose marring. 
This shadowy caitiff sets his feet — ^refuses — 
Leap will he not, but backwards still retracts ; 
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Fancy with Fancy fighting, wayward power ! 

And in the struggle bursts, as brittle threads 

Of glass, the spell that had begun to weave. 

This fail'd — another chosen recipe : 

Ton tall shipj drifting up a closing strait 

On to the deepening darkness of the North, 

Away, away to utter loneliness ; 

Its broad sails sweeping o'er the constant drift 

Of gloomy waters : dreams begin to peep. 

Like apes through umbrage ; but a heart-twitch 

snaps 
The band — 'tis vanished ! Heavy retribution ! 
Mining for gold to fashion into toys 
For youths and maids, who never pay this price. 

Ah ! wiser He, who made us what we are, 
Than we, who fain would be what we are not — 
A breath divine, but not in clay inspired ; 
That, with its interposing checks and balances, 
Controls the springing of the impetuous spirit. 
Struggling for vast expansion ; but held back. 
Subdued, brought down to "dust thou art;" that 

hides 
From man the fault that ruin'd angel minds ; 
But leads where meet us Lowliness and Trust, 
Parents of that wise Love whose treasures hide 
With gold and diamonds, till Humility 
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Has found their home in dust, and made them 

crowns. 
This were our wisdom — to fulfil our life 
In high and low, one holy harmony ; 
Work with the sun ; when heaven and earth sub- 
side, 
Break off our purposes, and lay them by. 
What ! tho' the sun awhile withdraws his beams, 
Will they not beam again ? So will return 
The gladness of bright thoughts, a manna dew, 
And life in undistorted growth shall live. 

But vainly wise this night these counsels sage, 
Forgotten when we need their admonition. 
Sleep will not meet me here. Perhaps the face 
Of Nature, in her plain reality, 
May mould my spirit to her truthful peace. 
So, sighing oft the sighs of weariness. 
And gathering up what energy survived, 
I rose, and through the curtains' parted shade 
Look'd out upon the night, who, though her hour 
Was call'd, still held her seal on all unbroken. 
Above, no breath ; no stir beneath ; scarce change 
Of shadow; such a weight of dew intense, 
As summer days bequeath to summer nights, 
Steep'd the whole world in universal gloom. 
I look'd beneath, and just could extricate 
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Our terrac'd small parterre ; but where its fall 
Of green cascades spread out, beyond its smooth 
Retired recess, with flowery islets grac'd, 
Baffled such eyes as mine to And the scene 
Where yester-eve we met, all tasks fulfilled, 
In princely leisure, conscience-seal' d, our own ; 
In bliss of idleness, where idleness 
Is but the heart's reboimding from restraint 
To holyday, — as steeds set loose at eve 
In pastures to the brimming river slop'd. 
We pac'd,^ or stroU'd, or stood, and criticis'd 
Those roses, budded by a skilful hand. 
If equal to their fame ; which loveliest — this 
Blushing with pride, or this with modesty ; 
Or plann'd with engineering skill to curve 
That walk, invaded by the growing mound, 
That yearly spreads the rhododendron bloom ; 
Or, on the tepid bank reclining, talk'd, 
In pleasant vein, of many pleasant things, 
Watching the children, thro' the flowering trees 
In their ricji folds of yet imsullied bloom. 
Appear and disappear, earnest in play. 
The flush of sunset on their open brows ; 
And prais'd the sweet retiring grace of Eve, 
Trac'd by the change on foliage, grass, and 

flowers, 
That in Succession sparkled into shade ; 
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While warm-eyed stars look'd down with eyes, 

like dove's, 
Loving the earth, that lay so tranquilly. 
Almost like heaven, in beauty of her own ; 
Communing of the happy hours to come. 

Those happy hours, where are they ? I return. 
And find, where I so lately left the glow 
And grace of life, a chamber of the dead — 
Sad, solemn, silent. Earth is carpeted 
With shadow ; round, in denser darkness, rang'd 
Mutes, scutcheons, plumes — the garnish of despair; 
For in that weight of overspreading gloom — 
A pall unspangled — light seem'd quench'd for 
ever. 

They are not wise who fear to touch what good 
Yet strews this ruin'd world, because we hold 
Here by no certain lease. But, ah I beware : 
Those ieles soft smiling thro' the gloom are not 
What love would fain believe them ; in their hour 
The storm will oversweep them, or the tide, 
With summer stealth, shall gently win its way 
Till the last stone is covered. Yet, dear Mends, 
We will not cease from loving ; it may cost 
The heart a wrench, — 'twill lead it nearer Heav'n — 
Nearer, from what awhile it seems to part us. 
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Por ever on this restless world the light 

Bolls into shadow, back to light again. 

Where is the heart so crush'd, so weighted down 

With blackness of impenetrable woe ; 

Infatuate with despair, refusing solace, 

Can long refuse the soft, persuasive touch 

Of light, the Comforter ? so wisely kind. 

That, ere we be aware if change it be, 

Or darkness grown familiar to the eje, 

The world, we lost, again begins to form ; 

And peace, and love, and hope returning sue 

For recondlement ; nor — at last — in rain. 

As thus absorbed I listened to the strain 
Eais'd in my spirit by the outward scene 
(So swells the anthem as the keys are touched), 
The darkness, softening to a sallow shade, 
Show'd the first stir of what would yet be day. 
Though brighter, oft the moonbeam's glacial sheen 
Basks on the hills, or fords the glittering streams, 
Than these pale children of the earliest dawn, 
StoFn forth, and hither having found their way, 
Venturing, with timid steps, exploring on 
To raise the shroud, and show what lay beneath ; 
Calm as the monumental calm of death 
On features life shall use no more ; repos'd 
In twilight pallor, for their sun is set ; 
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Bride of the graye, and tum'd from all that live ; 
Stem, cold, impassiye to beseeching eyes ; 
Deck'd in her shadowy wreaths, austerely stiU. 
But should that solemn fixture to the eye 
That pours the heart's unutterable want. 
Seem not so deathly, through the swimming tears 
Perhaps that only dazzle, to the heart 
That dares not trust the wilfulness of Hope ! — 
Yet can I be deceived ! Those features, sure, 
Show softer, and some tinge of life is there ; 

« 

Can death, in error, have but. seal'd a trance ? 
Sure 'tis day*s twilight ! and upon those lips 
There plays almost the glimmer of a smile ; 
See thro' their parting lids those eyes claim mine 
Smiling upon my heart ; and that frank hand 
To give me more than I had dreamed of love ; 
To live henceforth a quiet holy life, 
In that bright hope that has its light from Heaven. 

As thus I mus'd, mine eyes intently fix'd 
On that which lay before me, but my thoughts 
On their reflection on the mirror cast 
Of living warm affections in the soul. 
The scene became so strangely beautiful, 
I could but watch His handywork who brings 
Light out of darkness ; out of chaos form ; 
life from the dead ; but light, and form, and life, 
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Hous'd in my heart before, a living part 

Of what the spirit to itself unites ; 

New members of an ever-growing life. 

Change silently unfolding into change, 

As the tall vessel gliding on the tide 

Grows on the sight of friends who watch for friends. 

For now night's rayless pall, transpierced witl 

Hght, 
Became a veil of pearly gossamer, 
Beneath whose soft transparent folds was seen 
Nature herself asleep — a perfect sleep ! 
But showing, instantly, the moment nearer 
Of her awaking ; as the heavy mass 
Of lilac-bloom is parting into tufts 
Dawning with purple — bending at her side. 
Her graceful sister's ringlets turn to gold ; 
The gravel whitens ; roses in their beds 
Look forth, expecting the reviving kiss; 
Nor long ; for now the level flowing tide 
Of light, prevailing through the filmy haze, 
On stem and foliage gently rippling frets 
In spray of silver, glist'ning here and there. 
Leaf spreads the news to leaf ,* the nearer trees 
Arrange their lights and velvet bloom of shade ; 
And those that sweep at distance round, and guari. 
The pleasant spot from winds, and prying eyes. 
Take form, and tell their lineage, and their name. 
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The central veteran pines — a irugged clan — 
Show on their umber'd arms, and flaky locks,. 
How the glad tidings can avail to melt 
Their swarthy sternness into looks benign, 
Till — all restored — the heav'n embraces all ; 
Changing itself, from pale to violet ; 
All, silent, waiting for the burst of day. 

^* But for whose eyes," I could not but exclaim, 
" This waste of beauty ? " 'Tis a world unknown 
To many a fast-sealed eye. Beneath this roof 
Should any in their darkened chamber wake, 
They would but turn, and plunge in dreams again ; 
Nor yet the beam, that turns the lattice pane 
To dancing diamonds, from his narrow bed 
Hath caird the peasant, hung'ring still for sleep- 
The East lies yet unbarred ; throughout the world 
SHence and stillness ; for, long since, the birds, 
Those restless creatures, with small sleep sufficed, 
Had ended their sweet chatter, and dispersed 
To the wide fields or streamlet willows. Silence 
Blest their departure, and resum'd her chai^ge. 
For day was not, but such a soffcen'd image 
As sometimes compensates in climes, remov'd 
From tropic splendour, towards the pallid North, 
Winter's slow length ; but rarely ; only then. 
When Summer reigns in peace ; when day and night 



A Nocturne. 67 

Exchange their trusts, and have no fears to tell 
Of threatening rumours of invading storms — 
Of disaffected fogs, sullen and cold, 
That love to strip the grace that Heav'n imparts 
To earthly forms ; but only those ripe dews 
Wherewith such dawn enamels all her tints, 
So like a vision in the crystal air. 
And now 'twas mine — the privilege — to see 
How Nature wakes on such a summer mom, 
And, ere she wake her children, in her prayer. 
So seem'd this Sabbath first-fruits of the day. 
Ere dinn'd the clattering anvils of the world ; 
And spread perhaps for holier eyes than ours. 
May not our angel guardians of the night. 
Their watch broke up, yet linger here awhile. 
Waiting their muster, and along these walks, 
Or through those alleys, heavenly converse hold. 
Making their presence felt in sanctity ? 
For holiness, methought, were easier now ; 
The glare and clamour of the world asleep ; 
Walking with God, and on the verge of heaven, 
In intellectual calm. But, see, at last 
First sign of life, from out the silent leaves. 
Two milk-white butterflies, on gladdening wings, 
Weaving their silent dances : Pysche forms. 
Fancy beheld, from death's black faint reviv'd, 
Twin spirits in the spirit Paradise ; 
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Wond'ring, how like, yet how unlike, the change. 
But wond'ring most, what has become of sin ? 
That nowhere checks nor meets their rapturous 

flight, 
Around them or within. Or nearer yet 
The truth we are, and yet again shall be ; 
In such a stainless and unfever'd hour, 
If we would seek him where he may be found, 
Might we not hear the voice that Mary heard 
That hour before the sun ; while slept the town 
Steep'd in the rankness of their earthly dreams ; 
When, from the blackest night that ever feU, 
There rose the dawning of the brightest day ; 
Restoring all their loss to heart and eye. 
Might we not hear : ** I know thee, thou are mine, 
To scent the hope that blossoms from the tomb, 
To live with me the life that cannot die. 
And all thy days be Sabbaths of the soul." 

It was enough ; what I had sought was found. 
The waves were still'd ; the curtain's crimson clouc" 
Clos'd gently on the vision ; for the scene 
Had memory in her picture-chamber stor'd, 
A priceless gem ; and so I laid me down 
In pleasing langour : all was reconciled. * 
My bed now welcomed me ; my pillow — soft — 
Promising sleep ; but I most willingly 
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Could now have watch'd the hours. 'Twere 

luxury, 
This consciousness of rest ; but, scarcely laid. 
It came as in the sultry night there falls. 
After long drought, the rush of teeming rain 
Intense ; the peasant laughs in slumber, dreams 
Of fields sheaf-crowded: mine was dreamless 

sleep. 
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^*I searcAy says ReasoUy through the gloom 
For light, and none is found. 
Faith \earsy and, mounted on a tomb. 
Declares Uis shining round." 




|0W long Sleep held me, all her shutters 
clos'd, 
While blank oblivion wrapped me round and 

round, 
How could I tell, all consciousness supprest ? 
It might be moments, or it might be hours. 
Yet wiil some say, the spirit never sleeps ; 
Can cease from thought no more than can the heart 
From beating, or the stars from active light. 
'Tis only, they affirm, the drowsy fumes 
Of this gross body — ^body much abus'd, 
As much misused — that blanks it from our sights 
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Or shows that broken sliimmer men call dreams. 
Who knows ? or who can ground an argument 
Where no foundation ever yet was reach' d ? 
But I had thought the eye that never sleeps 
A royalty, and not a spirit Commons. 
And this I know : the sleep, that sets no space 
'Twixt sleep and waking, will condense more 

rest 
Within the measure of some broken hours 
Than lies dishevell'd through a rack of dreams. 
And, for the glamour of Sleep's mimic world 
Of vapours, glaring from some spectral sun, 
That lingers a dull mist upon the day, 
Will reunite us to a world that shines 
Throughout its prospect, disengag'd from Night's 
Bewildering shadows, in resplendent truth 5 
The conscious centre of all tiibute life, 
Eejoicing as a giant in his course, 
Or gallant ship refitted for its voyage. 

So sail'd my bark into Cimmerian gloom, 
And so again sail'd out in sunshine, gay 
On streamer, and the brightening haze of sails, 
And buoyant upon the heave of life, that swept 
With current set the cOurse I wish'd to steer. 
In such a halcyon calm of soul and sense. 
When life forgets it ever ceas'd to live. 
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For would men speak of life, so slightingly. 
As scarcely worth the living, could we reach 
The fountain of existence unalloyed, 
As first from nothingness it burst to being, 
Ere choked with ruin and defil'd with soil ? 
But Death has us in keeping, jealous king ! 
He would not we should for one hour forget 
Our destiny : his shadow watches us ; 
And, like a clinging mist, his dreary breath 
Gathers on every spray that life would shoot 
Forth to the splendour of the genial day. 
And so we journey through a land, we judge 
Scarce worth the travail, so disguised, or hid. 
But in some favoured moment should we burst 
Out from these fog-banks into the warm blue 
Of the exulting heavens, where eagles soar. 
And drain the fireshness of the painted fields, 
Till every sense is flooded with delight, 
What whisper, sweeter than the whispering breeze 
That bears it, holds entranced the spirit's ear, 
Awaking raptures fetter'd with a sigh ? 
"There is — there must be yet — some world where 

life 
Is native, where the striding terror king 
Has never dared to lead his tragic train ; 
Nor hint a shadow on that radiant strand, 
Which whoso reaches may look back and smil^," 
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But, ah ! so far remote, beyond the bounds 
Of Time's extreme horizon, who can point 
Its true direction, if such land be more 
Than the fond mirage of a yearning heart ? 
There is a needle, faithful to its pole, 
Which shows by felt attraction where must lie 
This land, which Fame and ancient oracles 
Report, the loadstone of the universe ; 
The centre and metropolis of life. 
Unseen by any, but pervading all. 
And in our vivid hours, when life is strong. 
Not in brute strength besotted with excess, 
But, as in childhood, clear as fountain spray ; 
Or when our sick-room yields us back, renew'd, 
Leaning on love to breathe the lilac spring — 
In such bland moments has not Innocence, 
With wishful gaze, returned upon us, taught 
That blessed only are the pure in heart ; 
That taint is death, that purity is life — 
The spirit's health, the body's holiness ; 
To whom joy only yields her high-bom hand. 
And leans on his the fulneps of her eyes, 
And bids us seek his palace-home beyond 
The life that sickens round us — onward still. 
Till o'er the pathless and unfathom'd floods. 
Where the deep steadfast current setting full. 
Bears us as by an instinct — scarce believed — 
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Else the grand ranges of a mountain land, 

Tier above tier the everlasting hills, 

Wreath'd with such clouds of splendour as our sun 

Has not to give, although he give his best ; 

Yet recogniz'd as not unfelt before, 

Perhaps in dream, or in some Sabbath calm 

Transparency of soul almost disclosed 

In living glory, thrilling as the glance 

Of Easter mom to early worshippers. 

The land of holiness — the land of Life. 

What wonder, then, her gracious task performed 
When Slumber from her silver bands releas'd me 
Eass'd me, and vanish'd, my first thought should b«r 
** The Sabbath morning ! " sacred, rich, and still ; 
Inspiring as the soft preluding strains 
That hush and solemnize the peopled aisles. 
For in my sleep a step by love made light. 
As drifting down, had spirited my room, 
Leaving its print in kindness ; as a hand 
That bore Love's golden signature, as gently 
Had through one slided lattice lured the air, 
By sweetness of a vase of dewy flowers. 
To pass in waves of incense floating round. 
While on the wall oppos'd the sun had trac'd 
His message in a character of gold ; 
And all so pure the eye of Heav'n glajic'd in, 
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And all so still the aspen-tree-top stood, 
That as some love-gift, glittering to the eye 
Of maiden waking on her bridal morn, 
Will flash a counterpart of diamond thoughts 
Too richly sacred for life's common wear ; 
These tokens — what a glory reign'd without ! — 
In still perfection of the summer prime, 
Seem'd, with the key of prophecy reversed, 
To open from the ever-living past 
That morn, when heaven and earth in Paradise 
Gave and received that sacred contract ring 
Set round with spirit gems and Sabbath nam'd ; 
Surviving still, a token through all change, . 
And hope deferred, that two shall yet be one ; 
The life of heaven and the life of earth ; 
Each in the other perfect and fulfilled ; 
Fullness of blessedness for evermore. 

And is it true such hope to man is given ? 
Such answer to despondent questioning ? 
** Why are the skies so lighted up with glory, 
The fields, the rivers, and the woods rejoice?" 
Not to insult you, not to tantalize. 
Bid you behold, and turn into your grave. 
For in your hand is placed, to you committed. 
The bond of this betrothal ; as your heart 
Is faithful to the trust, your eyes are clear. 
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And yours alone of all that drink the light, 
To see the shining of this promise day. 
And as the sign, which Mercy sets in heaven, 
Burns through the heaviest gloom with richest fires, 
This gem, first worn in Nature's innocence. 
Most clearly shines when most she looks as then. 

For though the day of peace will walk serene 
Through Winter's wildest uproar, and reveal 
A glancing radiance through the deepest clouds ; 
Yet we must then seek her, she now seeks us. 
For who can see Creation at her best, 
Nor be reminded what a best is ours ? 
Summer, in all her majesty of robes, 
Nor see her in a priestess' sanctity ? 
In such a mood, the fairest wreaths the Muse 
Can twine of flowers, that have their root in clay. 
Show canker'd, soiPd, and cannot satisfy 
Those cloud-framed visions, which some angel 

shows. 
Oh ! could we only copy in our deeds 
Those spirit pictures, limn'd in hues that live. 
Nor ever lose their brilliance in death shades, 
But ev'n immortalize earth's passing forms. 
Touch' d by the sparkle of their rainbow tints, 
Why, earth would fringe on heaven ; but the spirit 
Incites in vain her partner, slow and dull ; 
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The fruitage never will fulfil the bloom ; 
Never the hand of man fulfil his thought ; 
But still one ripen'd fruit is more than blossom 
For this but stirs desire, that satisfies 
With felt possession ; still, no bloom no fruit. 
Let Fancy climb her Pisgah, then, and show, 
In her bold pictures, how the landscape spreads ; 
That sloth at last may rouse, and win its way, 
For, step by step, where'er we tread is ours. 

So in a sort of sacred luxury 
I lay, as on my passive spirit paus'd, 
Or softly pass'd each image shadow'd there ; 
As on the mirror of some hermit lake 
The silver clouds are floating, or at rest. 
So borne, as best to Fancy pleas'd, I view'd 
The pleasant portion where my lot is cast, 
Transplanted, I may say it, in my heart. 
Whence, many years have stor'd sweet memories 
Of friendly rambles— almost spirit now — -■ 
But this day resting in a serious joy, 
As conscious of the Sabbath. It may be, 
The stillness of the soul pervades the scene ; 
But one would deem the happy land, that yields 
Obedience, and whose days are ruled by this, 
Is consecrate from menial drudgery 
To statelier service, such a stillness reigns ; 
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More coucbing through the pastures of the herds, 
Less flutter through the hedges ; all seem wrapp'd 
In holy musing ; that grey relic tower 
Euling its copses, lordly to the last, 
Tells not its tale of old romance to-day, 
Like an old warrior facing now towards heaven. 
Long may this standard of our rightful king, 
Claiming possession, waving o'er our land, 
O'ershadow, grandly, all our homes with peace ! 

I stood before a gateway's ivied arch. 
Will riches, station, serve thee ? I beheld 
The silent avenue, the silent trees. 
The silent mounting steps, the unfolded hall. 
The open windows ; perfect stillness reign'd. 
And I rejoic'd with great encouragement 
To see that nothing is impossible. 
The indefatigable farm I saw, 
Supine through all its fields, its sheds, its stalls ; 
Before the trellis'd porch, with look composed 
In a grave leisure, conscious of his suit 
Of antique trim, the veteran farmer stood 
Scanning the heavens, waiting to precede 
To church his household, less alert than he. 
Next Fancy stoop'd and hung on pausing wing 
Above a cottage ; rest was gracious here. 
I mark'd the simple table girt with prayer. 
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This day, from rising to the setting sun, 

Is every hour their own. Who shall disperse 

Their love, their eyes, their tongues, as at their 

meal 
They linger, in enjoyment half, and half 
As if to vindicate their privilege, 
Equal this day to princes of the earth: 
Where all are equal, in the Father's house 
Of many mansions but, one love o'er all. 

But is the old church-tower asleep to-day ? 
Or has its tongue forgotten how to chime 
Its sweet peculiar music, understood 
Of every heart in cottage or in hall ; 
Making the air devout, because the King 
Will this day meet and with His presence bless 
His faithful subjects, gathered in His name ? 
Where, in the grand cathedral, lavish art 
Pours out her treasures at the Monarch's feet. 
That awe may find an entrance through the eyes. 
And rapture kindle, as the bursts of praise 
Inspire the arches with a holy awe ; 
And the strong pillars tremble, and cheeks are pale. 
Or in the simple village church, that owns 
No ornament except the chequer'd shade, 
Upon the homely walls, of summer leaves ; 
The Shepherd of the flock He loves to feed. 
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Near and familiar, in His seamless robe, 
Is quickening hearts with such a force divine 
As makes man's artifice seem trite and dead, 
And the plain building as the gate of Heaven, 
To those dose rows of listening eyes, where sits 
The honest ploughman, with his straight-combed 

hair. 
No need to ask whose cheek to his inclines. 
Patient and pcdlid, older than her years ; 
For nights of cradle- watching, days of care, 
How to adjust small means to growing needs. 
Have blanch'd the cottage wild rose in her cheek, 
And taught the dancing eyes a slower mood. 
What then ? His arm is warm upon her sleeve ; 
And in her hand at rest — well eam'd — confide 
Those waxen model fingers, yet unspoil'd. 
Whose touch is heart's content, love, near to 

Heaven ; 
For, purged by sacrifice from selfish taint, 
All love is kindred, and its language one ; 
Or easily translated, promises, 
Threading their hearts with an immortal hope 
That brings the angel up to eye and brow. 

Scene following scene, swifter than pen can trace, 
I traversed. Fancy-led, this holy land, 
uU deepening reverie ; as solemn strains 

0*1 
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Bose inwardly ; old patriaxclial tunes, 

Steep'd in blest memories, that, yielding forth 

Their slumbering incense — for they cannot di< 

Upbore my spirit as on silver clouds 

Just ripe to break in glory; but soon pierc'd 

By other ring than angel minstrelsy ; 

When, for the sound of sweetly-chiming beUs, 

In soft pulsation of the summer air, 

Breath'd from her balmy lips, there reached my ear, 

That scarce beUev'd its witness, the duU rasp 

Of gravel, chiding with the jingling rake ; 

And, worthy of such sympathy, a voice 

Upheaved in song, if song it might be called. 

Jolted in broken snatches, lumbering on, 

With husky effort, like the moon in fog : 

It might be love, it might be of the chace ; 

It might be anything but sacred air ; 

Except the burden of a care-press'd heart. 

Oh, how it grated on my very soul ! 

Who dare profane this day, and break the spell 

Of holy transport with this coarse rude blow ? 

It ceased. Ah ! 'twas some error — ^but again. 

Two voices now, in jocund colloquy, 

Eeply, rejoinder, then a mutual laugh ; 

And rake and rasp again. What could it mean ? 

Sure no one in a Christian land could show 
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The day such scorn ; most certainly not here I 

Can mine have been the error ? Let me see, 

What day was yesterday ? 'Tis so indeed ; 

I have forestall'd my life by four good days. 

Time has but arch'd the keystone of the week ; 

The world and I must stage it on together 

To the next resting-place. Whence didst thou 

visit me, 
Pleasant illusion ? This I pondered next. 
Nor yet at once could recollect my way, 
Sunk in that waveless slumber ; till at last 
The hope that led me through an earnest search 
Half finished, with its promise to repay 
My labour with thought treasures — this recalled, 
As from a stand-point I explored my way ; 
And, as a Sherman recalls his line, 
Hand over hand, so Memory each strain 
Of that night's link'd succession gave me back. 
Nor ever will, I think, mislay it more. 
For memory treasures not the largest stones, 
But the most precious, jew,els of her crown j 
And hours may fructify when years are barren ; 
For Time, that casts his shadows on our life. 
As clouds, that come and go, we know not whither, 
Sends them not vainly ; for, where'er they fall. 
In tearful showers, or balmy, gleaming dews, 
Deep in the soul's recesses they will &id, 
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And, quickening seeds that else had slumber'd on 

Will put us in possession of ourselves ; 

The true importance of our history. 

And thenceforth link'd in one by memory, 

The inner and the outward life ; touch one, 

And straight the other answers, ** Here I am !" 

So, with such treasures had that clouded night, 

Dawning in such a calm of holiness, 

Enrich'd me, and explained this waking dream. 

For many a midnight have I read the heav'ns 
In starlight, clouded, or in deepest gloom, 
And many a summer morning's beauty prais'd; 
But, whether summer had that year a grace 
That paled her sisters, lovely though they be. 
Or that my spirit, wearied and opprest, 
Sicken'd with overcraving, seeking rest, 
Discem'd it there, because I long'd to find it ; 
Or that some sacred moment of the dawn 
Eeveal'd its secret, — certainly that picture 
Of spirit loveliness in memory lives 
Unmated in its silvery mystery 
Of innocency, like an infant's dream ; 
Or maiden presence in some ancient home. 
Brought up sequestered, on whose crystal brow 
Never was breath'd the taint of evil breath. 
How could I, then, when Slumber gave me back 
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The sweetness and the brightness of that hour, 
But deem my soul was with the day in light, 
Too sacred for the work that waits us here ? 

Was it not, therefore, strange, those sounds, 

which first 
Seem'd profanation, as they persever'd 
Gain'd on my ear ? and as the life Devotion 
Shows us in gleams was taken up to heav'n, 
That which is now — the lowlier — came in view. 
As I remember'd how the hearse-plum'd night. 
That show'd so truly how it all must end. 
Out of that blank, that total resignation. 
Gave forth a waning shade — an infant light 
Feeding upon the gloom, from spray to spray. 
Till blackness yielded back reluctantly, 
Eansom'd with light, each form I knew so well. 
The trees, whose spread I trac'd from year to 

year; 
The walks, so often pac'd in many a mood ; 
The children's tools, and garlands where they 

hung,— 
Each claim'd and had an answer in my heart, 
Eestoring each the old familiar life : 
Homely indeed ; and so a nest is homely ; 
Yet flits the bird well pleas'd within the shade 
That wraps her in the sacredness of love. 
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" Ah, yes ! " I hear you say ; ** 'tis ever thus : 
The world will wind us from our better life 
Back to her love— to love none more than her, 
Nor seek a higher than her destiny. 
Was it not so ? " I cannot say it was. 
There was, indeed, deep joy that I should live 
A present life, with work to satisfy 
The hunger of my hands ; with sights so fair 
To cheer my pleasant labour ; treasures hid 
To rouse my energies in quest of them ; 
And hearts to love, and be by them belov'd. 
But still a spirit that was not of earth 
Whisper'd such promises that Earth herself 
Eose smiling, and proposed to work for Heav'n, 
That she with Heav'n might rest another day. 

By this I knew the light in which I wak'd 
Beam'd from another sun than measures time 
By days and seasons — a rejoicing light. 
But whence this throb exulting — this new zest 
In living, which ne'er came from life itself, 
As here, on all sides bounded by the grave ? 
I asked that Dawn, whose rising mists reveal'd 
The peace, like manna, laid on aU the ground, 
To tell me was it hers. She knew it not. 
But while I mus'd, the train of thoughts retum'd, 
Answering the calling of the outward scene. 
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Like sisters hand in hand, and led me on 
As Memory open'd, till they paus'd and stood 
With Mary, weeping o'er her Master's tomb. 
Then in heart-picture rose the scene again, 
With all its morning impress. Mary ponr'd 
Again the tears of night on her despair, 
All that was left her, on that flinty bed, 
Where she had sought the mourner's bread of 

tecirs, 
The wishful cleaving to a wither'd form — 
That sick remembrance on the livid cloud 
Of what was light ; but all is midnight now. 
But see her brow iUumin'd, and her tears 
Are dew-drops of the morning ; and her glance 
Held, from its eager springing, back by doubt. 
Have the skies pour'd out wonder ? What is this ? 
He stands beside her, as He stood before ; 
He looks upon her, as He look'd before ; 
And ** Mary " is she still to Him, and He 
"Rabboni ;" and her mortal hands can touch 
Him standing on the other side of death. 
For He has past the unsearchable abyss, 
And never shall He be as He has been. 
Pain cannot vex Him now, nor death, nor tears : 
Change in the unchang'd — another, yet the same ! 
He stood to every craving sense restored, 
One hair to sanctify a relic ring 
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Not left a trophy in the hand of death ; 
Enforced to honesty so strict that Love, 
So jealous of her treasures, so lynx-ey'd 
To spy the abstraction of her smallest gem, 
Is satisfied, and gives receipt in full. 
And thus the night, with all its tears, is past ; 
And thus the day-spring risen upon the earth — 
On every heart that hails the joyful beam, 
Scattering its glory even on the tomb. 
Making life leap within the womb of death, 
And clothes the cypress with a bridal veil. 
Fi.r He that died is ris'n, and walks the earth. 
To meet us where we are ; and, in the touch 
Of life that is, makes felt the life shall be. 

For not alone in buildings solemniz'd 
From sunny streets and cheer of common ways. 
By silent moss-topp'd walls, and sombre trees 
"With shadows ever musing o'er the dead, 
Must we lay down warm life upon the grave, 
If we would enter where the spirits pray. 
Will only tears, bereavement, or despair 
So disengage affection as to make 
It possible to breathe a purer air ? 
Must we imleaf, and scatter to the winds 
The rose-buds, and the heart' s-ease humble cheer, 
li we would win the amaranthine wreath ? 



A Sumtner Morning Reverie. 91 

Surely it is a pleasant hour when friends 
Tread the bloom shadows on the dust-still'd road ; 
As the warm dimness gathering o'er the fields 
Persuades the earnest day to quietness, 
The heart, pervaded by the gentle hour, 
Melts into kindliness and fellowship 
With all that gentle is and kind on earth. 
Yet, see ! the stars are lighting up, and shed 
Their softest beamings through that tender glow 
And will the heart in unison refuse 
The glancings of the words that make it bum 
With the felt presence of undying peace ? 

'* But this," you say, '* is Nature's border land 
Most delicate from this clay life of ours. 
And therefore least immeet to entertain 
Such visitants from that pure s irit-world 
As cross to win us to their angel home. 
Did not the Prophet macerate s flesh, 
So to refine and purge a^vay it., film, 
That on the mirror of his soul mi 5 it form 
Less dimly imag'd what the hD::vens impart ?" 
How shall we answer this ? What room is here ? 
It seems no private dwelling, but set out 
As a small village inn for travellers' needs, 
Whatever their errand — business, or to rest 
Their limbs by exercise from sultry hours 
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In double pleasure, now again repos'd, 
In converse, till the homely board invites 
Their appetite, well pleas'd with grateful fare, 
As they persuade with hospitable zeal 
Their chance companion to partake of it. 
"What shall we say ? " Ah ! dire necessity, 
"While yet encumber'd with our house of day, 
Only to be endur'd — but set aside 
Erom sight and thought ere we can consecrate 
This chamber for the service of the Lord — 
Such poison to the spirit is the flesh." 
Yet meet in one ? and this our twofold life, 
Brought safe from death, in blessing bread made, 

known ; 
Nor can those friends, if they would wish it, break 
The link that joins these memories in one, 
And flash'd th' electric spark that quickens souls. 

And Labour, too, who sets our daily tasks, 
And claims our best of muscle or of mind, 
If we would do her work and earn her wage, 
In sultry noontide or in starless night, 
And oft in vain : how often have we heard 
That here the needs of living so immure, 
As in house of slavery, our souls. 
That they must disengage both hands and thoughts 
.£!re thej can hear His voice, or can discern 
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The form of Him who stood upon the shore, 
And met the weary fishers with frank words, 
Making His presence evident in deeds 
Of kind relief, that bless'd the dripping nets 
And heaps of floundering scales upon the shore. 
And food prepared upon the glowing coals. 
Henceforth each lake is a Gennesareth ; 
And the broad peaceful river where the skiff 
Slides from the bosom of the tufted cove. 
Where the still smoke-wreath marks the fisher'^ 

cot 
Out from the shadow, to the silver spread 
Of waters, is a page of Gospel story, 
Living and present ; and as surely near 
Floats spirit peace, where Echo scarce can catch 
The hollow rumble of the fitful oar. 

Yet not less sweetly shall the Sabbath-bells 
Commit their message to the air that spreads 
With willing ministry the tidings round. 
Nor less the spire with glittering vane shall shed 
A Christian grace upon a Christian land ; 
Nor the heart feel the strength of many hearts 
Inspiring many voices, one in praise, 
Or sealing prayer with less assuring force, 
Still winning nearer access to the throne, 
Till how they sing in Heav'n we seem to hear. 
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But Nature, too, has her soft under-song : 

In spriDg-time you may hear it, when blithe 

buds 
Are waking ; where the primrose colony 
By mantling pool secure and woven hedge 
Salutes us ; or by summer's shaded stream, 
Sequestered, old, forgotten paths — ^yea, streets 
And cottages — ^beside the sick man's bed — 
Its own true music, breathing its own peace. 
And filling lowly hearts with such content 
Of understood and present sense of life, 
As after shining showers the fresh bright fields 
Express with smiling gratitude- to Heav'n. 
Hope, with her virgin brow and morning eyes, 
Loves these notes well ; and warm-cheek'd Charity 
Marks with inquiring gaze how Faith receives it. 
Her bosom heaves, but more to feel the void, 
Which Nature's pastoral reed or gorgeous strain 
Of solemn worship cannot satisfy. 
Fragrance, but not the flower — voice, not the 

singer ; 
Or, rather, harmonies that want the tune. 
The soul of music, that gives life to all. 

' But, lo, at last the long-expected mom ! 
And, at the moment, from that awful pit 
Our eyes can pierce no deeper than our tears ; 
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Where Hope stands droop'd, and helpless stillness 

reigns, 
There, breathing, rose the sweeitest, holiest strain 
That ever ear had heard or heart conceived ; 
And hlossom'd round the desert cave of death 
The tree whose fruit is life, in easy reach 
Of human apprehension, human need. 
For not from angels' harps was rung that strain. 
Nor spirit hand unclos'd that paradise, 
In prophet trance or temple mystic rite. 
Here, where we sat in darkness, wondering 
What realms through unimaginable space 
Might hold this mystery; the veil is rais'd. 
And smiling angels bid us look around. 
Where Nature and her children flush with joy 
To welcome back their Monarch, and attest 
The links unbroken binding life to life, 
In hope to share the triumph of His reign, 
Wlien the Creator's deep design of love 
Lies all explain'd, and Wonder bursts in Praise. 

As at the first it was, so is it still : 
The preparation for this Sabbath-day 
Lies in the lowly mind ; the loving heart 
Its path upon the earth, in simple things 
That ask no higher strain than charity ; 
Where comfort most was needed,there 'twas found ; 
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What Love refused to part with was restored. 
And so the plain and homely ways of life — 
Those uses, like religion, which affection 
Weaves into common things, to clothe the dead, 
As if they still were ours — and so they are — 
First shook the heart from sorrow's deathly sleep, 
To waken and behold what sun is risoD, 
Shining, though many comprehend it not, 
In all who seek it as it first was sought, 
And in all places where it first was shown — 
As you have seen on some beclouded day 
Some beam escapes upon a favoured field. 
Drawing our eyes as to a holy spot ; 
When, long in doubt, at last the clouds relent, 
And splendour breaks from every part of Heav'n, 
And all the landscape enters into light. 

*' Would you dismantle, then, all those reserves 
Which Piety has won from common use ; 
Which guard and beautify the conquests won 
From the bad King, as sacred days and rest 
From common life, and consecrated shi'ines, 
And solemn worship ?" That be from me far. 
Dismantle ? No ! I dare not, if I would, 
And if I dared, would not. Those reservoirs 
Of life, where each may fill his several urn. 
And feed with oil like gold the household lamp ; 
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Where brethren, met in holy rite to keep 
His charge whom yet their eyes have never seen, 
Shall /^/ His presence verify their faith : 
His presence in resplendent Oharity, 
Not urging hectic dreams of worlds unseen, 
But fitted to the living mould of man ; 
The image of their future in the heart 
Divinely satisfies, and sends them forth 
To walk the earth in righteousness and peace, 
Beneath the crystal certainty of truth ; 
While Love leads on where fear can find no place. 
Oh, were our hearts unweighted of one load! 
One load — and one sure hope supplanting it, 
Above earth's death-damps safe — and vivid there 
As is the star the prophet of the dawn. 
To flicker on our waking with good news 
Because a glorious day is drawing near us. 
Bidding ujb rise, and cast in loathing scorn, 
As grave-clothes, down, each rank consuming lust — 
Ambition's hollow heart and iron hand ; 
Unchaste excess ; lean, yellow, rat-eyed Ghreed ; 
And Vanity, the idol-worshipper ; 
That like the Princes of another realm 
Which has our hearts, we might walk freely here ; 
Not idly, for all work has now an aim ; 
Not loveless, for the clouds that mark the edge 
Of life's horizon glow with light beyond, 

■a 
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Bound unto life, but not with earthly cords, 

But with those threads of gold wherewith the 

sun 
Knits to itself the lowliest earthly flower. 

Ah, but that load ! Fair is indeed the land 
Of heart's-ease smiling in its golden rest. 
Pleasant to dream of, but a gulf between — 
Oh, what a gulf! Can it be ever bridg'd ? 
The tremor of the heart when we look up ; 
The heavy chains we feel when we would rise ; 
The something that we dare not scan too closely ; 
The peace with Him, assur'd, and freely breathed ; 
The sense of life already in the soul ; 
The amulet that fear and death obey. 
How may this ever be ? If it may be. 
Is it not worth the seeking ? Do we blame 
Where Science sits, with hammer, questioning 
Some luckless pebble how the world was made ; 
Or in lone night-watch hails the glimmering drifts, 
"Where are you bound for — where your anchor- 
age?" 
But when he has unbasketed his stores. 
Of gather' d wonders, none can solve us this, 
By inference or subtle theory : — 
Where may this prying being find himself 
His true foundation and eternal life? 
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Imagination, cliild of Paradise, 
Beating against the fence she cannot force, 
Back to her home, remember' d as a dream, 
Boasts her affinity with spirit-life, 
Will buoy her up above the world of sense, 
And she will tell us how they live beyond. 
Baffl'd, discomfited — ^her splendid wings 
All disarranged — ^her highest soar but struck 
The iron concave that environs all 
This imiverse of death — ^the flowers, she brings 
We know them all. The spirit owns them not. 
Yet is there knowledge — nearer than the sky, . 
Nor hidden in the depths — if we would seek it. 
Would make us wiser than the wrinkl'd sage. 
And here Imagination finds her home ; 
And in each day a true-possess'd romance, 
As passing through her prism the beams of truth, 
She spreads their glory o'er the common scene. 
For when our future is no longer here. 
We seek our present where our present lies. 
And every gift we value at its price; 
And teach our hearts the wisdom to rejoice. 
Say, joys be fleeting as the morning dew, 
Why, so are sorrows as the tears of night ; 
Passing ourselves, they like ourselves must pass ; 
Yet, Wisdom sends them both, and, wisely used. 
They lead us safely in the path that leads 

-a 1 
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Where — all her task fulfilled, her wand resign'd — 
Sorrow recedes, and Joy for ever reigns. 

Just as I reach'd this thought, my visions ended ; 
For through the wavering door two gentle eyes, 
Between two streams of gold, look'd smiling in. 
And dimples, playing round two rosy Hps, 
Grac'd the soft voice that shyly said, " Papa, 
Are you asleep ? We all are waiting for you." 
*' For me, my darlings, you shall not wait long. 
Come hither. There! good child; now tell the 
news." 

So, bounding on the firm rebounding floor — 
Oh, how unlike that morning's drag ! — I hurst 
The shutters open. What a glorious day ! 
A day to make one glad such glory lives, 
And lives for us — that we have eyes to see 
And hearts to treasure all the precious store 
That wakens all its energies ; a day 
We wish to join, with hand and mind and heart, 
Working for Him who gives us this to do, 
Beneath a Heaven that upward, upward still, 
Invites us on, with not a cloud between. 
For us the sun is brilliant, and for us 
The flowers are in a glow ; the cool stock done 
Is glancing through the foliage, and the sound 
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Is pleasant of the slowly-lumbering wain 

Travelling at leisure in a land of peace. 

But what are these to all those living hearts 

And eyes and merry lips that wait for me, 

Their head ? For these and all Thy mercies, Lord, 

Oh, may my grateful heart remember Thee : 

Eemember what a joy Thou show'st is life. 

To be remember'd in the days of shade ; 

And make us know that life indeed is worth 

The living for — ^is worth the sufltering for ; 

To meet it all again in boundless bliss. 

When we have learn'd, as taught us day by day, 

** To me, to live is Christ ; to die is gain." 
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" Live for to-day — ^to-morrow none secures ; 
Live for to-morrow y and to-day ts yours ^ 




{S one astray in an entangled land 
Takes for his guide some river, flowing free, 
But makes, it seems, small progress, so delays 
His wayward leader, searching each recess 
Where Beauty dwells retir'd ; yet, surely led, 
Turning the last unfolded vale, confronts 
The Ocean's grand illimitable calm, 
Where every stream is due — each rippling chime 
Lost in one murmur, felt through all the air : 
In wrath how awful ! how profound in peace ! 
As shadowy thunder in the dream of noon. 
What foot can pass that threshold ? or what 

might — 
What arm upraise that brightly solemn veil ? 
Not much unlike, perhaps, has this our search, 
To find at last the secret opened out 
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We all are seeking, nor can rest till found, — 
" How may this canker in our life be heal'd ? 
These bitter waters — what will make them 

sweet?"— 
Led us, as Fancy beckon'd — wayward guide ! — 
Through many pleasant glades and glens of 

thought. 
But all her seeming wilfulness, designed, 
For she is wise, to show, no loveliness 
On earth infolds this secret, and no oracle 
That can resolve our question : we must on. 
Till, issuing out upon the verge of Time, 
We stand before that veil'd Eternity 
Whose voice is thunder to the proud, but soft 
To lowly ears as murmur' d cradle song, 
When infants smile in sleep, we know not why ; 
While Eeason, baffled, owns his limit reached ; 
And Fancy, awestruck, yields her wand to Faith. 

Yet, see ! that mighty and resistless main. 
Of strength to shatter navies, will not harm 
The tiny feet of children, as they race. 
Like the small sea-mice, darting on each prize 
Rolled gliding to their feet — ^rare shells or weeds ; 
While the sea zephyrs stroke their glowing cheeks, 
And show the sun the beauty of their hair. 
And He, who sits above the floods, whose voice 
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Chains the mad billows, has He not inspir'd 
His nearest presence in our lowly life, 
And, in a vesture human skill had wrought, 
To childhood given a haven in His arms, 
And taught grave lessons from their sports ob- 
serv'd ? 

Then is there place in highest ministries 
For lowliest service ; and though earth can give 
But fading flowers, yet may they freely twine ^ 
Around the piUar of immortal Truth, 
And warm its saintly white with hues of earth ; 
And manifest how many a bud this life 
Might cluster yet around its daily growth. 
That in some low dank hollow might have bloom' d' 
Unknown, or still-bom in a pale decay ; 
That now, uplifted, gladdens in the sun — 
A nosegay in the bosom of the hour, 
A scent of mercy lingering to the end. 

For though this world of ours is but a world 
In ruin, and its strong foundations — ^who 
Can see and not observe it ? — ^testify 
Some day of terror, which has heav'd its walls 
In every strange contortion, like the piles 
Of slaughter, frozen in ghastly stillness, round 
Some blasted fortress when the flght is done : 
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Yet many a fragment of the old design, 

Escap'd in many a sheltered nook, is ours ; 

And even the laughing scenes Destruction crush'd 

In desolation, as he rush'd along, 

Nature and Time, those angels of the earth, 

Have re-invested with a grace so soft — 

A veil so fine between the life that is^ 

And that beyond, it almost glimmers through. 

Then, sweet companion, come! We need not 
here 
Shake hands and part : too long are we acquainted 
To will such parting. They belie thee much 
Who say thy kingdom is a realm of dreams : 
Truth is thy mother. Fancy ; and thou feel'st 
The touch of kindred ere thou know the cause ; 
Aroimd her neck art fain to twine thine arms ; 
To look into her eyes with wishful love ; 
And thy best art exert to wreathe her brow, 
If brow so sacred may not be profaned 
By aught that shows the shadow of device. 
Although true fictions ours, experience cull'd 
From many a field, but group'd in one design, 
Not to enhance her beauty, but to show 
How Nature's fairest never show so fair, 
With such a memory of Paradise, 
As in the Hght of Truth's celestial brow. 
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Shall we proceed ? When judgment hesitates, 
How small a seeming accident may prove 
The stone that turns the stream! It chanc'd 

there lay 
Upon the table, carpeted with cloth 
Of hue so grateful to the student's eyes, 
Where on their terrac'd stands the wise of old, 
Though dead, yet speaking, look benignly down, 
A folio sheet's smooth brightness, as a fleck 
Of snow might linger on the lap of Spring, 
When wild flowers throng to find the way to 

light. 
And aspiration stirs the hearts of men. 
So in my spirit, by those subtle links — 
Who can explain, yet all so deeply feel ? — 
That sheet's bright invitation deeply stirr'd 
A longing irrepressible to fix 
The images of thought that darkly woke 
Within me, but impatient for the light 
To look upon their likeness in the glass 
Of written speech, that they might know them- 
selves. 
And so embodied vanish not away, 
Eoll'd back in the abyss from whence they sprung ; 
K only worthy of a frame so pure. 
Clear as the Truth, as Chastity unsoil'd, 
And smooth from all offence as Charity. 



I lo Secret of Life, 

Yet wast thou once but filthy rags, disown'd 
By those who prided in thy sheen, or glad 
To wear thy comfort ; now alike by all 
Hated and spum'd, and in some vault obscene, 
The abhorr'd of every sense, cast, loathsome, by ; 
Till in the laver plung'd that clears all stains, 
And pass'd through many a discipline, at last 
There issued forth another, yet the same ; 
The body's slave no longer, too refin'd. 
The spirit seeks thee now to clothe her thoughts : 
Woe unto him, to her, who would misuse 
Thy virgin purity with villain words, 
Track'd, like the gaudy serpent's slimy trail. 
To blister healthful blood with poison-fire ! 
But blest the purpose, howsoe'er it speed, 
To send by thee, on wings so light and swift. 
Dove messages of peace to weary souls ; 
Allure some wanderer to his rest, or show 
Some martyr-spirit rushing to the goal. 
And glorying in unnecessary pain. 
The path of wisdom, winding through the thorns, 
Disclosing glades of pleasantness and peace. 
Why, if some reckon sin the spice of earth, 
Should we yield up the right in earth to sin ? 
Scarce deign to own him of the pilgrim band, 
**Who will love life, and fain would see good 
days." 
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But Wisdom knows her children ; she knows them : 
Pity they should not one another know. 

For many and many a morning messenger, 
Startling with glancing feet the drowsy shade, 
Has sought us out, his Eastern basket pil'd 
With gifts and tokens for us, but he stood 
Ungreeted, in the levee of our cares ; 
Yet, when he turned indignant, grieved, away. 
Have we not said, ** This weary world ! how dark 
The pilgrim's path ! No light on earth for him." 
If we will have it so, shut up our eyes 
Against the sun ; refuse the crystal cup 
Brimming with nectar, trembling from the skies, 
To purge the hectic from our veins, and give 
A healthful vigour and a zest in life. 
So, with this purpose, let us now resume 
The story which the summer morning told us ; 
And shedding still its presence on our page ; 
Its innocent childhood grown to fervid youth. 
Its dreams of Heav'n to human charity. 
For while I gazed upon that glorious scene, 
As now it spoke to me, the day's whole length, 
Its lowlier hours of duties and of rest. 
Lay like a path before me which divides 
Some pleasant coppice, or a woodland slope 
Where holly, oak, fir, hazel intervene 



1 1 2 Secret of Life, 

In shadow on the soft green moss, with bars 
Of golden sunshine, till we reach at length 
The river's wooded margin sweeping round. 

And so, made eager to pursue this path, 
And win possession of what look'd so fair 
(As mindful of the small ambassador), 
Bejoicing in my heart that such a world 
Was no vain dream, but such a shrine of Truth, 
Beneath its dome of consecrating blue. 
As made the eyes of Hope to swim with light. 
Prompt to interpret auguries of good. 
Lightly I so descended ; yet my hand 
Paused for a moment, as the thought just cross'd 

me. 
How many a blank that seems to bar our way 
May be the door that hides some rich surprise 
We little dream so near, as the small world 
(Precious, if small ; a planet near the sun) 
That now received me, as the door flew open, 
With bursts of merry laughter, pleasant taunts ! 
A little world, but it is mine — ^my own. 
Here I am multiplied : those eyes are mine 
Betuming to me, and those lips that bring 
Their tribute kisses, and those brows that speak 
No double thought : what living gold is mine — 
Is ours ! for how could lives be separate. 
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dasp'd by those twining tendrils into one ? 

And as a lovely melody is made 

More lovely by its rich accompaniment, 

Those stalwart beech, stout-limb'd, whose naked 

arms 
Have often kept the wrestling storms at bay, 
Now hold unnumbered sunbeams through their 

leaves, 
Tempering the day's too-glaring vehemence 
To sparkling shadow, where some rays escaping, 
As through a cage enwired with green and gold. 
Light up the whiteness of the figured cloth, 
Or spin upon the polished urn, or gem 
Some favourite blossom of the pile that crowns 
The porcelain city's streets and suburbs fair. 
Cheap luxury of light ! cheap, common all ; 
Yet such in picture, who would set its price ? 
But then 'tis only — so we pass it by — 
A living picture by a Master hand. 
Whose touch ia verified to every sense ; 
We feel it, breathe it, hear : those figures move ; 
How sweet their voices! sweeter still their 

smiles! 
Sweetest of all. His presence recogniz'd 
In such a purpose as His gifts express ; 
For gifts — are they not tokens of good- will ? 
And olive-branches, messengers of peace? 
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**A]i, but those gifts — will they not be reclaim'd? 
Those olive-branches — ah ! will they not wither?" 
Hush ! Not to-day ; look round, look forth ; we 

know 
What you intend ; think us not to unread 
The black-edg'd page — but this is gilt and glisten- 
ing; 
And is it wise, and is it generous, 
Thus to shut off the universal smile 
With chill heart-damps and loomings of the 

grave ? 
We all must die — granted. The night will earth 
Its shadows o'er the day we lov'd the best. 
What then ? Turn over. Is it not here written 
That after sleep there surely comes a waking, 
And after lying down, a rising up ? 
And they who bade good night, and so departed, 
Shall bid good morrow, to depart no more ; 
But round the table of the King shall gaze 
In wonder, each at other, all on Him, 
Long lov'd unseen, and, lo ! not lov'd in vain. 
Heplacing in their hands each precious loan, 
Only required — through tears how dimly seen ! — 
To be remoulded equal to our wish. 
The old heart-roots made new, and nothing lost, 
Nor to be lost, in all the unutter'd bliss 
Of that veiled world which Silence best conceives. 
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Come, then, my children, and my children's best 
And wisest friend, companion, and mine own ; 
While Mercy spreads this holy day on earth, 
And gives a loophole glimpse of days beyond. 
Let lis not slip the opportunity ; 
But, as wise merchants, note, and make our own 
This treasure : we may price* it yet. A root 
Will all the firmer bide the trial storm, 
Because its shoots were vivid in the spring, 
And freely gave their blossoms to the sun. 
While every mom's rehearsal acts more true 
The grand awaking day ; for see, how near 
The hand that holds our life in these His gifts ! 
We ask'd our daily bread, and there it lies ; 
Does it not signify our pardon too ? 
For Love rules both the worlds, transcendent queen, 
But a queen-mother. With what regal tread 
This mom she issued through the obsequious east ! 
Sceptr'd and crown'd. Creation bow'd before her. 
Unbosomed now, she feeds us at her breast, 
Her state laid by, but nearer to her heart. 
That we may strengthen in her own warm life. 
And in her likeness, as one family ; 
Learning her ways, her sweet familiar words, 
Those home- heart words, those words that satisfy ; 
For not the stilted speech shall raise to Heav'n, 
Nor can we draw Heav'n down ; Love has the key, 
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Though, coarse its wards may seem, and oomiron 

metal, 
That can unlock, and give our ears to hear, 
And hearts to understand, how they above 
Hold intercourse ; much as we hold it here, 
When through its cloud reserve the spirit sun 
Lights common themes, 'tis selfishness, sin-bom, 
That spoils our pleasant trysting-place, as wrapt 
Each mantled in himself, we hold apart 
As at a funeral feast. Come, close your books ; 
They but intrude on seasons such as this. 
Study is good, but she should know her place ; 
The handmaid who would fain the mistress be, 
And dry up life in teaching how to live ; 
The social stream in gelid silence freezing. 
When she should make the current flow with gold 
Must we still cram our bloated bams with sheaves, 
And never thrash the grain with nimble tongues, 
That send it flying here and there, with words 
Well aim'd, well^answer'd — ^words of native vigour, 
Oheer'd with the sunny gleams of pleasant speech ? 
Until the living, acting, judging mind. 
Made muscular by hardy exercise. 
Has force to manage the affairs of life, 
And walk erect with firm, reliant tread. 
But farther banish still those clouds, — morose 
And fretful tempers, ever on the boil, — 



Tlie Breakfast Table. 117 

And Care, still fingering some tangled skein : 

'Tis these despoil this ordinance — design'd 

To gather round in reasonable joy 

Of life, refuell'd as the dancing flame, 

The hearts, the tongues, the eyes that should be 

one— 
Of its religious honour : as a tree 
Eazed to its feeding-root, or royal bird 
Stripped of his glory to the callow skin. 

For I hold cheaply their philosophy — 
False, I would call it — ^who insist, to raise 
The spirit to its just supremacy. 
On the contempt of all our humbler self 
Craves for its share in Being — ^food and solace 
In the great banquet spread for every sense. 
Scarce deign to hold one finger forth to greet 
This poor relation : since it must be fed, 
Lead it, as one might lead the ox to watering, 
But stand averted, as with folded arms. 
Until the brutish sense is satisfied. 
For how should spirit soil its feet with clay ? 
How spend its wealth on what is not its own ? 
Its birthright for a mess with guzzling swine ? 

But is our wealth a sum so fix'd — our purse 
So limp, the expenses of our palace life 
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Must be deducted from our cottage store ? 
Wliose wisdom this? wliat teacher? and wliat 

school ? 
See, as the sun ascending fires the heav'ns, 
How wider spreads his circle on the earth ; 
And, while his glory supersedes the stars, 
Unveils sweet Nature's face, and kisses her. 
But are the skies defrauded ? or the kiss. 
That sets her beauty glowing, soil'd to him ? 
And *' guzzling swine" ? Are we but " guzzling 

swine," 
My children — ^levell'd by a common need ? 
See, for an answer, where the Saint of Earth 
Stands minist'ring unto those saints of Heav'n, 
Beneath the tent-tree's hospitable shade. 

Come, let us sift this question where we sit : 
What place more suited ? time more seasonable ? 
To draw from these good giftq by search of thought 
Their hidden wisdom ; learn to price their value, 
And feel our way, as in a channel buoy'd, 
By what we see, into the spirit world ? 
I love those thoughts which, as the microscope, 
Reveal the wonders of our common path — 
Those wayside pimpernels which, in the light 
Converg'd of an illuminated mind. 
Show gems of art in ruby jewelry. 
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*Tis true, the lowest creature that exists 
May claim some kindred with us ; for the law 
By which the dust becomes a conscious being 
Is, moulded variously, the same in all. 
The vehicles of commerce with the world, 
Distributed in nice variety, 
That each may find himself in this great whole. 
Here we must needs confess the humblest dust, 
With thought no wider than its instincts lead. 
May stain our pride — as they are, so are we — 
Our pride ; but love would own the pulse through 

aU 
That gives us a vast being, a vast joy ; 
The likest his who lives in all his works, 
Disdaining none, yet infinite o'er all. 
And should we quarrel with our gifts because 
We only %hare the bounty of our Lord ? 
Shall I shut up the windows of my soul 
BecauBO the lynx is more endowed than I ? 
Let all the sounds sweep by, the watchful ear, 
Lidustrious to please us, gathers in 
To give all utter'd life, Creation's word, 
A place within us ? No ; it cannot be ! 
We fain would see, but not with eyes ; and hear. 
But not with ears : we fret against the link 
That will not let us burst away, and spurn 
The earth beneath our feet ; but if the angels 
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Should tread us down, as we would downward 

tread 
The pretty forms whose soft eyes love us so, 
And all within us that communes with them, — 
"Why, this whole frame, this universe of things. 
Would split to fragments like a broken star. 
To live to sense is sensuality ; 
To stifle sense is semi-suicide ; 
Wisely to govern sense is likest Him 
Who made all instincts to subserve His plan, 
Whose wisdom, thron'd serene above all worlds. 
Beheld the endless complicated wheels 
Whirling their orbits, and pronounced it "Good" — 
Good each, and, in their imion, "Very good.** 

Deep in the floods the atom coraline. 
Intently busy in his dark domain 
Building his chambers or his cemeteries, 
Passes away, but leaves his work behind ; 
And, lo ! the ocean in due time brings forth 
One island more, which, when full grown, is 

hailed 
A tropic paradise by sea- worn men. 
"Ah, but," you say, "we praise the architect. 
The grand conception, the consummate skill. 
Who thinks upon the hodsman — what knows he 
Beyond a few damp feet of growing wall ? 
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And wliat this insect labourer, whose history 
An inch horizon bounds ? And what are we — 
Survey us well — ^but coralines enlarged ? 
We eat, increase, we bustle, and we die." 

Stay, but conceive — why may we not conceive 
it?— 
Since wisdom, that expands with all expansion. 
Can concentrate into a needle's point. 
And pack more brightness in an emmet's brain, 
Than wanders glimm'ring through a giant's skull. 
Suppose that mite of ocean, then, inspir'd, 
His little heart, if heart he has, to glow 
With the great purpose, work for it, and die : 
Would you pronounce his life and labour, aim'd 
To such an end, ignoble or unblest ? 
For this is noble, nothing to despise ; 
To see with Reason's calm approving ^ye 
The plan, the purpose, and the instruments ; 
And use the lowest for the highest ends. 

From that abyss, where lightning barriers 
shroud 
The womb of Being, two mysterious worlds. 
Unfolding, rose, each separate and distinct — 
The world of Spirit, and the world of Sense ; 
Two conscious lives, each living in their own. 
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But Love — almiglity Love — his hands out- 
spreading, 

This in his right, and in his left this leading — 

Join'd them in marriage, blessed them ; hence- 
forth one 

For mutual aid and comfort interfus'd. 

And who shall separate ? and what his name ? 

Not Life, not Liberty : his name is — Death ! 

And Death, beyond his portals — who hath 
searched ? 

"Who ever saw a spirit yet uncloth'd ? 

Can tell us what they be ? But we have seen 

Soft eyes uplighting ; lips, the heart's twin bom ; 

Soft cheeks impearPd with fluctuating smiles ; 

And Thought through every feature scintillating, 

As lightning ere the sacred thunder roll. 

And we have seen the spirit with our eyes, 

Heard it, to our embrace made palpable ; 

Distinct in its own image, each, like gold, 

Stamp' d for the exchange and usuries of love. 

So it is now ; and grateful is my heart 
That so it shall be ever. We shall gain, 
Not lose ; as when the Temple calmly rose, 
Conscious of fix'd foundations, the frail tent, 
Guide of the wandering nation, was not left, 
As obsolete, to die a desert death ; 
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Within that everlasting rest repos'd 

A memory and a witness, that the past 

And future are but versions of the same ; 

As the ton'd picture to the pencil sketch, 

Or slender pipe to the full blaze of sound. 

If, then, this gift of life, this quioken'd self, 

Be such a marvel, ever branching, springing, — 

Why should we think the means by which this life 

Is daily re-created less divine ? 

Or are, we gods ? or would we fain be so ? 

Have life within ourselves, and henceforth free 

From such a witness, we are creatures stiU, 

Dependent on the Fountain for the stream ? 

That secret current, which we name our life. 

None ever yet have trac'd, and never shall ; 

Not form nor beauty, sense nor intellect. 

But, underlying all, feeds every root, 

And all the glory of the tree is hers. 

The stream is stay'd ; the channels are but dust ; 

And the proud foliage sickens to the ground. 

The stream flows on : the sense of teiste perceives 

And welcomes in the sweet access of life. 

The stream flows on : the powers of mind expand, 

And clothe life's margin with their grateful bloom. 

The stream flows on : the spirit, like the sun 

Breaking through clouds, is glancing on the wave 

That ever pulses onward to its rest. 
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He was no Mend who broke this unity ; 
No foe is He who shall restore the bond. 

But, come ; we must not overtask soft brains 
With thoughts too abstract, nor this pleasant hour 
Spoil of its proper use. You see before you 
A simple exposition — there it lies : . 
The table where a father's careful love 
Teaches first lessons in the school of life ; 
But not as to the herd or '' guzzling swine," 
Despoiling, trampling with outrageous hoof 
The world of Beauty — a blank world to them ; 
But; made in His own image, what we need 
He sets before our eyes, and leaves it there ; 
And man his Maker's image justifies 
In imitation of his Maker's work — 
Who, ever, clothes Necessity with grace ; 
As Wisdom plans. Contrivance executes. 

For how do we receive this daily bread ? 
Cloth' d in such rich magnificence as sheets 
The harvest plains and slopes with waving gold. 
'Tis ours ; it reappears, but not till past 
Through many changes — ^from the sheaf, the flail, 
The flying chaff ; the busy, gabbling mill. 
As the well-natur'd torrent gives a turn, 
In hurrying to the shaded peace below ; 
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Now crush'd to powder ; not the grim hell-dust 
That puts a land in mourning, but as white 
As smiling peace, and cause of many smiles 
Around the cottage loaf : for by such names 
As cottage, household, we declare how love 
Sets, in such pretty fancies of the heart, 
Her mark, and claims this season for her own. 

We need some shelter for our polish'd board 
From injury and from unsightly stains ; 
For still our instinct loves the clean and pure. 
See the slight flax, a field of floating grace, 
A dance of blue-eyed maidens ! but dry age 
Stiffens those flexile limbs — 'tis dead : so ends 
The dance ; the dancer so, but not for ever. 
For, lo ! that cloth of snowy whiteness, bright 
As innocence, and speaking to our th<iUght 
A smiling temperance, a holy gift. 
With flowery sprays overwrought in graceful maze. 
How pleasing to the eye those moulded forms ! 
What were they once ? Unform'd, unsightly clay ; 
Now shapely, polish'd, apt for many a use. 
Thus Fancy, calling Wisdom to her council, 
Declares her joy that life has reached to her. 
Then, what are these? The channels of the 

stream. 
And these ? The blossoms opening o'er its brim. 
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But where the sun-gleam glancing on the wave, 
With the good tidings of the shining sea, 
Stretching in brightness far from the black coast? 
Where ? Everywhere ; for darkness it has past ; 
The light now shines, though men may walk at 

noon 
As in the pit of night, or pale eclipse — 
As in the Egyptian darkness, though the day 
Shone warmly round, but nowhere shone for them ; 
In chains and fetters bound by conscience forg'd ; 
What chains more adamant ? .for who can break 
What conscience testifies ? Many have tried it- 
Many devices to dissolve the spell : 
Earth has been ransack'd ; cures infallible, 
All failures ; yet there is a secret, hidden 
Too deep, too high, for man ; and yet not fiEir 
From every one of us ; a word of force 
To break the chain, dissolve the livid cloud, 
And cause the guilty omen to give way ; 
And as the radiance finds the soul once more ; 
Before the fix'd and moody eye, the world 
Unveils in a new meaning, a new hope. 
And life resumes her ordered, cheerful ways. 

But if men seek not, they must lie there still; 
And if they seek, take heed ye seek aright : 
For many a path diverges, though the way 
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Lies plain ; but in that plainness lurks the snare : 
We fear to trust so great simplicity. 
The word so simple — after all our search, 
And baffled wisdom — such as babes may grasp. 
If we have courage to abide the issue, 
'Twill lead us safely on through Error's maze, 
And stand our steadfast friend in every need. 
Cling to the promise ; let its bright stream flow 
Unsullied by the meddling foot of man. 
And in that trust the new-bom life shall rise 
And spread in greenness, bloom, and timely fruit. 

But we must keep the royal life-path straight, 
From devious straying and a thriftless toil, 
In a true, simple living, honest plain. 
Such as this world was fram'd to exercise, 
And call forth all that constitutes a man. 
We must advance by winning back our life 
Prom a false service, not a fancy world ; 
Forsaking that which Wisdom has designed, 
As though our way were wiser ; and the soul. 
To seek its own, must burst the cords which tie 
Our life together in a perfect whole. 
" Spirit to spirit," say they ; ** flesh to flesh." 
It is not so, since He whose life is ours 
Said, '' Handle' me and see; a spirit hath 
Not flesh and bones as me ye see to have." 
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Henceforth the curtains of His tabemade 
Are stretched around us ; here He will be met, 
Not in the groves, though pleasant they may be, 
Nor on the hill-tops, lonely and severe. 
Yet not so nearer Heav'n as far from man ; 
But in such tent as holds our household hearts, 
And vessels, strange but in their sanctity. 
Where seek we pardon ? In a body slain. 
Where life perennial ? In a body risen. 
The food of life ? In use of common food. 
The way of life ? 'Tis trac'd upon the earth. 
The spirit of life ? That spirit not our own, 
To give us wings to dwell with Him above ? 
He dwells with us below: Keep thou His charge, 
And this the grand obedience. Faith and Love. 

No, my dear children, let us not repine ; 
He hath not made us other than we are ; 
Or that our hearts, so infinite in wish, 
Should not be free to range at least this world. 
So strictly tethered to a small routine. 
He who has so ordain'd it best knows why ; 
And we shall find our happiness secured 
In those safe fences on our left and right, 
Forcing our eyes to see our true content 
Inclos'd within those limits, there and here; 
In judgment, mercy, and the love of Gh)d. 
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Chese are true living, these renew the earth. 
V7e need not seek for these the garish East, 
rhe land of diamonds ; nor the depths abstruse 
Df science, nor the magic genius world. 
Thick-sown along our path, our common way, 
There shall we meet them ; in disguises oft, 
Sumble, unconscious, small and coarse and cheap. 
STet, when we hear their voice, and turn to see, 
CTpstart they in the heart ; and, in their smile, 
ingels we find have lain in wait for us, 
Co give us healthy and rejoicing lives. 
Caught by experiment how better far 
To live than dream of living, or to sook 
Dur true selves everywhere but where they are. 
Here, were we wise, our eyes were keenly set 
To mark each hint how near to us His hand 
" Who gives us all things richly to enjoy." 
Each tint, each gleam, each happiness restored, 
By that blest purity that makes all pure ; 
Each duty, be it weighty or minute. 
But chiefly Charity : where'er she call — 
The mouldering shed of glow'ring Poverty ; 
The bed of anguish ; the abode of tears ; 
The word in season, to reprove or clieer. 
Compose a discord, give a zest to joy ; 
A sparkling word that makes the heart to smile ; 
Whatever may abate the gloom one shade, 
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Or add a unit to the sum of joy — 

Go forth with her ; she will return with you ; 

And you will find her pleasant company ; 

For never shall the skies appear more fair, 

More fresh the pastures, or more brisk the streams, 

By roadside, lane, or pathway through the fields : 

** Peace, peace," around you and before you home. 

These are great mercies. Oh, that we were 
wise ! 
And shall we not endeavour so to be 
Henceforth ; and, living for another world, 
The secret find of happiness in this? 
Beading each message sent us in the page 
Day opens unto day, and night to night, 
And unreserve, as little children use, 
Our bosoms to the sunshine — when it shines — 
Bless Him to-day, and trust Him for to-morrow. 
Praise Him for ever ! — ^Let us kneel and pray. 
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No. I. 

THE MAIDEN. 

WOULD not change my humble lot 
For all the wealth a king has got ; 
I would not change my father's home 
For marble halls and gilded dome ; 
I would not change these roses twining, 
I would not change that river shining ; 
This orchard, with its dark green path, 
I would not change — for all he hath. 

For, where shall I a nest so lin'd 

As this with soft affections find ? 

Or, who will bring me thoughts so sweet 

As here at ev'ry turn I meet ? 

For here to me it first was giv'n 

To know and love the path to heav'n ; 

And all I hear, and all I see, 

Eenews the sacred past to me. 
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What skies so blue, what fields so fair, 

As these, that breathe back many a prayer ? 

What flowers like these that stud the seat. 

Where oft I sate at Jesus' feet ? 

How glide our moments, lightly stealing, 

When first at morning duly kneeling ! 

So wells the living spring of peace, 

We wish the day would never cease. 

The lowliest toil I'll not despise, 
That finds acceptance in His eyes ; 
Than pomps and sportamore truly blest. 
His Word rejoicing in my breast ; 
That gives the sun a brighter beaming, 
That gives the breeze a fresher streaming. 
That lights up heaven in ev'ry part. 
And has its centre in my heart. 



No. II. 
THE YOUNG MAN. 

How blest whose heart God's holy fear 

Devoutly hath impress'd ! 
He sees, nor fears his Maker near : 

His conscience is at rest. 
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He looks around, he looks above ; 

'Tis smiling all and fair ; 
Creation, like his heart, is Love, 

And no rebuke is there. 

No cherish'd sin secreted stings, 

But, free as melting snows. 
His settled thoughts, like crystal springs. 

Their depths sincere disclose. 
There Earth, there Heaven, their truth impart, 

As forms on mirrors fall, 
(The blessing of the pure in heart). 

He sees his God in all. 

How fix'd his secret prayer ! how still ! 

Not fever'd", vain, or cold ; 
His deep delight to do God's will 

Turns his least word to gold. 
Oh, would that treasure were mine own ! 

Beyond all treasures dear. 
How shall it be ? Thou, Lord, alone 

Canst give this holy fear. 



( 
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No. III. 
THE OLD WOMAN. 

I ONCE, as David says, was young, 

And now, like that good king, am old. 
Ah, cheerly then his Psalms I sung, 

When these grey locks were curls' of gold. 
Yet still I sit with great content 

Beneath the sweet soft summer air ; 
My very heart receives the scent 

Of these blest flowers, my children's care. 

For they — though some are gamer'd there. 
Where He would have our hearts to be — 

Yet more His love was pleas' d to spare. 
And these have fram'd this seat for me. 

And here, alone, but not forlorn, 
I watch the passers to our town, 

The weeders through the shadowy com, 

* 

The barges plying up and down. 

Scenes of lov'd toil and harmless jest. 
When age I thought a dreary night ; 

But now 'tis come, a welcome rest, 
And all seems made for my delight. 
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And when my goodman tells of years 
Long past, and life beyond the sun, 

So beautiful the world appears, 
That earth and heaven seem almost one. 

Perhaps it is, as you have heard, 

That years a second childhood bring ; 
For transports in my soul are stirr'd, 

Like breathings of a coming spring. 
By pleasures such as children please ; 

And what seem'd once a simple word 
Is wisdom now — ^how streams and trees 

Should all be told to praise the Lord. 



No. IV. 
THE OLD MAN. 

My youth is gone — 'tis past away, 

A pleasant, foolish time ; 
I've seen its fancies all decay — 
I would not wish them now to stay, 
Though each were in their prime. 
Pleasures are but gilded care ; 
Gilded fetters who would wear ? 
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Well, let them go : they serv'd their hour, 

Nor should I thankless be ; 
In winter's waste a smiling flower, 
In summer heats a scented bower. 
They cheer' d and shelter' d me. 
Meeter now in autumn's close — 
Autumn's satisfied repose. 

For, ever still most welcome, shone 

The day of rest profound ; 
And still the Sabbath is my own ; 
My days are all like Sabbaths grown. 
And earth like holy ground. 
Then why regret the path once trod. 
That from the world conducts to God ? 





HYMNS OF THE COTTAGE. 



MORNING. 



life restored, from silent night, 
Again we meet! 
And, while we hail the cheerful light 

With welcome sweet, 
Again to Thee our voices raise, 
Lord of life, their grateful praise ! 

But not our lips alone, Lord, 

Thy praise declare ; 
Our lives by freshening sleep restored 

The task would share. 
With ready hand and zealous mind, 
To serve a Lord so good, so kind. 

For blest the toil that we perform 

To do Thy will. 
In sunshine, shade, or driving storm, 

'Tis welcome still — 
The toils that ready vigour give, 
And teach to labour is to live. 
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Then from the evils of this day 

Good Lord, defend ! 
And on our labour still, we pray, 

Thy blessing send ; 
That so, when Night resumes her reign. 
We all may meet in peace again. 



EVENING. 

While at Thy word the night, by Labour blest, 
Bids through the world the weary sink to rest — 
While in sweet sleep their eyes all creatures close, 
Now bid, Lord, our hearts in Thee repose. 

Oh, bid them cease from vain, from restless care ; 
And 'mid whisp'ring pardon bid them not despair; 
Lord, we are thine. Thy dear-bought claim we own ; 
Thou wilt not leave us, then, this night alone. 

From that high Heaven of still and solemn light, 
Not shades of death can steal us from Thy sight ; 
Where sorrow sighs, where pain, where sickness 

moan, 
'* Visit, relieve," for all to Thee is known. 
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id througli the darkness still be Thou our stay, 
hose hand has led us safely through the day, 
fe to its close ; till Life's short labour o'er, 
•rd, give us all, so met, to part no more. 



SATURDAY NIGHT. 

Come, and let us cheerful sing 

Praise to God on high, 
And to a close our labours bring — 

The dcy of rest is nigh. 

The day that bids all trouble cease 

All earthly cares remove ; 
The day of heaven, of heavenly peace, 

The day of hope and love. 

Sweet change ; the ease by labour brought, 
Which God ordain' d and blest. 

Who bade us work as He had wrought. 
That we with Him might rest. 

Then, while the world is lost in shade 

So may its objects lie ; 
And we in soothing slumbers laid, 

To all their influence die. 
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That so Thy Sabbath summons bright 

We gladly may obey, 
To view Thy works with calm delight, 

And in Thy house to pray. 

And praise, as now, His blessed name, 
Through whom these joys are given, 

In hopes, with purer, warmer flame, 
To praise that name in heaven. 



SUNDAY MORNING. 

Oh Thou, whose power to save 

From sin, and from the grave, 
Hath in Thy glorious rising set us free ; 

An off'ring, lo, we bring. 

Our Saviour and our King, 
Of grateful hearts — an off'ring due to Thee. 

This day our God hath blest 

To all His creatures' rest ; 
This day for us that rest hath Christ secured ; 

Oh, may that rest within. 

From struggling thoughts of sin. 
Breathe rest without and peace on earth assiir'd. 
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When in Thy house we kneel, 

Oh, may our spirits feel 
That sacred peace the world can never give ! 

And when, with lowly ear, 

Our Saviour's voice we hear, 
That calls to life — oh, make us feel we live ! 

Let strife, let discord cease. 

Let ev'ry thought be peace. 
And in Thy love our heai:ts unite in one ; 

While, through the Spirit's grace, 

We see our Father's face. 
Unclouded shine in Thee, His only Son. 



SUNDAY EVENING. 

Eee out Sabbath duties cease 

In wearied Nature's sweet release, 

Bid us. Lord, depart in peace. 

While the world in darkness lies. 

To Thee, once more, our grateful eyes. 

Ere clos'd in sleep, adoring rise. 
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For the comfort of Thy word, 
For all that we this day have heard, 
Hallow'd be Thy name, Lord ! 
For the peace of answer'd prayer, 
Breathing through the quiet air. 
May our thanks our lives declare ! 

And noTv our Sabbath strains we end ; 
And to our Father, Saviour, Friend, 
For life, for death, our souls commend. 
Lord Eternal, Three in One, 
With Thy work our praise begun, 
With Thy praise our work is done. 





SONGS OF THE SEASONS. 



Part I. 

WINTER SONGS. 




I LOWLY the sea-bird wings the troubled 
gloom, 

gleaming smiles the wasted fields illume, 
Nought save the bursting rain 
Sweeps wildly sky and plain. 

!ow changed the scene from Spring-time's hopeful 
toil, 

ammer's rich bloom, and Autumn's golden spoil I 
Her days of gladness flown, 
Earth mourns, bereav'd and lone. 

]is not like death, in shrouded stillness fair ; 
?is the blank helpless stupor of despair. 

Death speaks of joys in store ; 

This says, ** Joy comes no more." 
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Oh, what is life, so soon to pass away ? 

Oh, what its joys, to end in such decay? 
Is there no love-warm nest, 
Where the fond heart may rest ? 

Nest of the heart, my home, where feelings live, 
Deep, pure, too lowly blest for earth to give ; 
Thy shelter, whisp'ring, tells 
What peace within thee dwells. 

Glances of love, and soothing converse kind ; 
Quiet, content, and humbleness of mind ; 

These are of holy birth ; 

These cannot fade with earth. 



MORNING. 



Sons of toil ! your trumpet hear. 

The cock's shrill challenge, loud and dear; 

Break from Slumber's slothful charms — 

Sons of toil, to arms ! to arms ! 

Soldiers we whose triumphs are. 

Like our great leaders, over war ; 

Want and desolation cease, 

Before our conq'ring arms of peace. 
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Sons of toil, advance ! — to you 

The word is giv'n, * 'Advance ; subdue !'* 

Victory insur'd to yield 

Haryests of a bloodless field ; 

Widow's tears will not be shed, 

But ber cbildren shall be fed. 

Ours are glorious wreaths secure, 

Twin'd witb blessings of the poor. 

Though skies be foul with rain and storm. 
The conscience clear shall keep us warm. 
And joy of heart our strength will aid 
To guide the plough and delve the spade. 
And, oh, how sweet, when toil is o'er. 
The welcome at the cottage door ; 
The hearth that lights no face of care ; 
The day of labour, closed with prayer ! 



EVENING. 

'Tis done, 'tis done : the weary, wintry sun, 
Just parting, seem-s to say, ** Farewell ; our task 
is done ; " 

l2 
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Thy path is dark'ning from the fields, why longer 
ling'ring roam ? 
For, lo ! deep rolling vapours cloud the sight; 
And that lov'd spire is lost, almost, in night ; \ 
Then turn, my heart, to rest, to home. 

Cease, cease with me ; with me this freedom 

know, 
Mute partners of my toil, and let us homeward 

go; 
There laid, the long dark hours, in ease, forget 

short days of care : 
For so my Master bids my labours cease, 
So bids me seek my humble home in peace— 
A peace secure, for He is there. 

Thou, whose word the night and storm 
fulfil. 

Who makes our darkness light, and bids the 
winds be still ; 
In this wild world, to thought how dear, the home 
so dearly blest ! 
Though darkness here, and angry tempests 

rove. 
There, glows soft Hght, there, meek contented 
love ; 
Then turn, my heart, and take thy rest. 
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NIGHT. 

Whilb wintry tempests swelling 
Eave round our humble dwelling, 
Wliy sit, the moments telling ? 
Bouse ! let us sing ; 
Bouse! let us sing, though wild the din, 
'Tis but without ; there's peace within. 

No; not a taper cheering. 

No distant star appearing. 

Yet why, the darkness fearing, 
Not cheerly sing ? 
Though round us swell the floods of night. 
Safe in our ark, we smile in light. 

Hark ! how the hail resounding, 
Dash'd from the pane is sounding, 
Snow-drifts our door surrounding ! 
Still let us sing. 
Frost cannot stay, nor cold remove 
From loving hearts the springs of love. 

While He, at whose command 
Bocks rend and rivers stand, 
Guards us with sheltering hand. 
Still let us sing. 
Though storms surround, the faithful breast 
Enjoys contentment, peace, and rest. 
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THE STORM SUNDAY. 

How dark, how fierce the tempest flies, 

With bursts of sweeping rain ! 
No Sabbath smiling from the skies 

Is welcomed on the plain. 
A day to bar the cottage door, 

While round the embers warm 
The vacant circle listless pore, 

Lull'd by the sounding storm. 

Upon the church's lonely walT 

The lonesome shadow waves ; 
The long lone grass — a dreary pall — 

Is streaming o*er the graves. 
The church must sit alone to-day, 

Amid her ancient trees, 
And hear, instead of those who pray. 

The sighing of the breeze. 

What sounds are rising still and slow, 

Like angel mysteries ? 
Look in, a few are kneeling low. 

And meekly on their knees. 
Their words of faith and holy fear 

Will surely answered be ; 
For ever is their Lord most near 

His faithful two or three. 
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SONG. 

When the tempest's lurid air 
Spreads her shadows dreary 

O'er thy spirit, where, oh, where 
Is there light to cheer thee? 

Think, where clouds ase darkest, there 
The Heay'n is smiling near thee. 

Should the world's bright days be gone. 
Should her woes assail thee, 

* 

While, of all her memories, none. 

None may now avail thee ; 
Think, how near thy sighing, One 

Will never, never fail thee. 



SONG. 

Dabe, dark the winter night — 
Dark, with scarce hope of light ; 
Scarce gleam the snow-drifts white. 

Wild, waste, and drear ; 
Maiden, with eyes so bright, 

Why watching here ? 
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Seeks thy young heart to know 
How ends life's pageant show ? 
Ah ! see how all must go — 

One wide, vast doom ; 
Above a pall, a shroud below, 

Around — a tomb. 

Or hear'st thou whispers high, 
Breath'd through earth's waste more nigli^ 
Unfall'n, where ruins lie. 

Thrill' st thou to see 
How near, what cannot die. 

Lives, maid, in thee ? 
Love smiles at Death's alarm ; 
Faith sees, and sees no harm ; 
Hope owns the soothing charm ; 

Fear melts in balm. 
Go, share life's comforts warm, 

Chasten' d and calm. 



WAKING. 



When, Night's deep shadows folded round, 

Nature her rest is taking, 
Oh, why this list'ning hush profound ? 

Speak, Lord, my soul is waking. 
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Thou who art round my path, my bed, 
Why should I trembling fear Thee ? 

Hast Thou not bid my dreams be fled, 
To tell me Thou art near me ? 



CHRISTMAS CAROL. 

When midnight shades the sky, 
And mortals slumb'ring lie ; 

When all is still 

And white and chill, 
Glad tidings of good cheer 
Through winter's waste are borne : 
Awake ! or in your slumbers hear 
The tidings, Christ is born 

In Bethlehem ! 



CHRISTMAS WATCHING. 

Stajis of glory, why so bright? 
Why such jubilee this night ? 
Flickering all in one transported glow. 



154 Songs of the Seasons, 

Hear you not our anthems ring ? 
'Tis the birth-night of your King ; 
Thus to nightly watchers still the tidings glad we 
show. 

Hearts that love those tidings, wake, 
Ere the wintry morning break ; 
Seek, but not in manger rude, your Lord, 
"Where the dawn's pale roses blow 
On the cloth, like driven snow. 
Sage and shepherd, blending there, enwreath their 
SaTiour's board. 

Early blest, brethren loT'd, 
From the slumbering world remov'd ; 
Now, our Lord, what angels sing, display ; 
Gleams of glory, brighter far 
Than the brightest beaming star. 
Peace, the dawning true on earth of Love's un- 
utter'd day. 
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NEW YEAR. 

Old Year, though, dark thy close, 

Boding and drear ; 
Forecasting coming woes, 

"Welcome, New Year I 
Stormy sleet, keen and chill. 

Keener may be ; 
But Hope, sweet Hope, is still 

Breathing in thee. 

See, while the wise with care 

Droop and are sad. 
Children the freshening air 

Drink, and are glad. 
Nature &om care and crimes 

Leads them away ; 
Wiser than care, sometimes, 

Children's sweet play. 

What though each promise fond 

Death still devours ; 
Life, rising fair beyond, 

Smiles with fresh flow'rs. 
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Still, as she beckons on, 
Whispers, ** No more 

Mourn o'er the past and gone ; 
Joy lies before. 

** Turn from vain cares and strife, 

Madness and fear ; 
See in renewing life 

Mercy is near." 
Thus, for each promise past. 

Fresh hope is giv'n, 
Till our feet stand, at last, 

Steadfast in Heav'n. 
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Part II. 

SPRING SONGS. 



No. I. 

Spring ! thy silver trumpet sound, 
And bid its eclioes, gladd'ning round, 

Proclaim, in accents clear, 
That burst is Winter's frozen chain, 
That Life her sceptre sways again. 
And, prompt to hail her blissful reign, 

Let all thy tribes appear. 

The primrose, first, peeps forth to see 
If true indeed the tidings be. 

Or Winter's old deceit. 
But soon — her green hood thrown aside- 
She trusts her charms, a rural bride, 
And calls her sisters to her side. 

The happy Hours to greet. 

Starting from their slumbers sound, 
Lo, what tribes are rising round 
Their incense pure to bring ! 
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The lark is buoyant high in air, 
The lambs on earth the transport share, 
The skies how soft I the earth how fair ! 
How sweet the breathing Spring 

Youths and maids rejoicing meet ; 
Age steals forth on cautious feet, 

And eager children rove. 
With grateful heart, mortal, view 
This paradise prepared for you ; 
Give but the bounteous Lord His due, 

And all the world is love. 



No. II. 

Spring, sweet Spring, once more to me 
Thy world of life 'tis given to see ; 
Once more, with thee, the brep^things sweet 
Of life my thrilling senses greet. 

"Welcome, stealing showers. 
Pausing, warm and calm ; 
Welcome, dewy flowers. 
Beauty all, and balm. 
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Life is pure and holy ; 

Death is born of sin ; 
Lite's distaste is solely 
From the world within. 
Then, Spring, sweet Spring, teach me to raise 
With breath like thine my song of praise. 

Spring, sweet Spring, thy time of flowers 
Too surely marks my passing hours, 
And nearer yet my summons brings ; 
Yet still 1*11 hail thy angel wings. 
Why unblest repining, 
Why unholy gloom. 
With soft skies so shining 

On such wastes of bloom ? 
To the heart reposing 
On a promise free. 
Spring's a bud disclosing 
Lnmortality. 
Then, Spring, sweet Spring, teach me to twine 
My grateful wreath with gems like thine. 
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PASSION WEEK. 

Sweet gleams of spring, sweet flowers in smilingT 
gladness, 

Tell me, your secret how shall mortals find ; 
For I would too put off my wintry sadness, 

And hear your spirit's echo in my mind. 

Fain would I not a cold spectator prove, 

But bear my part in this great scene of love. 

The deep blue sky, its glowing arch revealing, 
Gleams with the bliss beyond that angels see 

Wak'd by her spell, each bud its trust unseaHt 
Earth spreads her page of deeper mystery. 
Wishful I trace the golden figured scroll, 
But how transcribe its language in my soul? 

But, hark ! a voice of deeper tone succeeding 

Calls me to scenes that suit not careless glee ; 
Leads me to One in shade and silence bleeding, 

And bids me drink the stream that flow'd for 
me; 

Lo ! what I sought these woes mysterious bring; 

And all my being feels the bliss of spring. 
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MAY DAY. 

When fields axe fresliest springing, 
And birds are sweetest singing, 
And primrose tufts look gay, 
With blue unclouded o'er us, 
And summer hues before us, 
lile heayen and earth in sacred inirth keep 

smiHng holy day. 
Join one, join all in chorus 
And hail the mom of May. 

How blithe each wild flower's greeting, 
Although their sweet lives fleeting, 

As childhood, pass away ! 
Then grudge not childhood's pleasure ; 
May days are children's treasure ; 
ir lap of flowers in after hours may scent life's 

dusty way. 
Then fill your happy measure, 
And hail the mom of May. 

And when our eyes are beaming, 
To see all Nature teeming. 

Our labour to repay ; 
Let not the present borrow 
The shade of future sorrow, 
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The grief will go, tlie joy, we know, of innocence 
will stay. 
Then leave with him the morrow 
Who gives the mom of May. 

And when the temples hoary 
Are silver crowns of glory, 

Think not to such this day 
Brings only thoughts distressing, 
Begrets alone possessing, 
Befiected near, in vision clear, their tranquil eyes 
survey 
A world of changeless blessing, 
A mom of endless May. 



GOOD MORROW. 

Good morrow, sun ! good morrow, sam ! 

Good morrow, once again ; 
Your diamond-finger'd messenger, 

That taps my window-pane. 
* * Come forth, " he cries ; ' * come forth , " he cries ; 

*' No more your dreams pursue ; 
The world long since is broad awake, 

^nd long expecting you." 
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The merry birds, the merry birds, 

They thought their silence long ; 
Now every bush and ev'ry bower 

Is bursting into song. 
" We cannot stay," they seem to say ; 

" We mmt our tribute bring ; 
And you, that should our leader be. 

Arise with us and sing." 

How sweet the world to breathe and hear ! 

How fair the world to view ! 
Was ever air so baUny fresh, 

Were ever skies so blue ? 
The shadowy hills, the silver rills. 

Through many a fleck er'd plain. 
With smiles rejoice, but want a voico 

Their gladness to explain. 

'Tis yours, favoured man, to be 

Creation's living soul. 
Then breathe, in thankful strains devout, 

Your spirit o'er the whole. 
So may the world of falsehood fleet 

Witii dreams and shades away, 
And this fair world of light and truth 

Be yours throughout the day. 



IS. % 
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Part III. 

SUMMER SONGS. 



A SUMMER DAY 

(Cantata.) 

I BEHELD Summer, coming in her robes of light, 
Crown'd with fresh rosebuds and with diamonds 
bright. 

Summer, gazing on thy splendour. 
Bid UB share thy pure delight ; 

Grateful hearts, like roses, breathing, 
Gemm'd with joys, like diamonds bright. 

Lo ! in the East outflames the stately morn. 
And shines o'er hills, and dales, and springing 

com; 
The flow'rs expand, and birds, on ev'ry spray, 
Welcome the gladness of the summer day. 

Oh, how I love to meet. 
Summer, thy noontide heat. 



Summer, 165 

Where round the rock-brow'd seat 

Swells the cool wave, 
Where the flowing tide 
Eippling at my side. 
Spreads its freshness through the murmuring cave ! 

And is the day so quickly gone, 
And sober ev'ning stealing on ? 
Summer days must have their close. 
Yet not lovelier droops the rose, 
Not the morning fairer shows, 
Than this evening's blest repose. 

When thus, dear friends, our day is past. 
Oh, may our sun thus set at last ! 
And as her lights from earth remove, 
May Heaven unfold bright worldd above ! 



MIDNIGHT HYMN. 

When sounds are stiU'd, and flelds are shade, 
And skies appear with stars array'd, 
Oh, Thou, whose glory fills our eyes. 
Accept Thy .servants' sacrifice. 
Glory to Thee, Lord most High ; 
Oh, may we see Thy glory nigh ! 
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Beyond that maze of fretted light, 
Beyond the glimmering bounds of sight, 
The Heav'n of heav'ns cannot contain 
The listener to our placid strain. 
Glory to Thee, Lord most High ; 
Oh, may we feel Thy glory nigh ! 

May we, redeemed, with those arise 
Whose type is in those glowing skies ! 
Eais'd o'er the world they now disown, 
The living gems of Jesus' throne. 
Glory to Thee, Lord most High ; 
We see, we feel Thy glory nigh ! 



SUNRISE. 

Lo, dawn is sending 

Shades away ; 
His throne ascending, 

Lo ! the day. 
Clouds glow with gladness ; 

Sweet Nature's breath ; 
Joy breaks from sadness ; 

Life iiom. death. 
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Praise to Thee, alone possessing 
Glory, honour, praise, and blessing. 
Lord of light that mantles o'er Thee, 
Lord of life, we bow before Thee ! 

Swifb lights are streaming 

Ear and near ; 
White walls are gleaming ; 

Hills appear. 
Hark, what sweet voices 

Charm the air ! 
How life rejoices ! 
Life — ^not care. 
Praise to Thee, alone possessing 
Glory, honour, praise, and blessing. 
Lord of light that mantles o'er Thee, 
Lord of life, we bow before Thee. 

Gladly beholding 

Once again 
Nature unfolding 

Skies and plain. 
How, Lord, repay Thee ? 

How adore ? 
May we obey Thee 

Evermore ! 
Praise to Thee, alone possessing 
Glory, honour, praise, and blessing. 
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Lord of light that mantles o'er Thee, 
Lord of life, we bow before Thee. 

When night has yanished 

With her gloom, 
And Death is banish'd 

To his tomb, — 
Then may Thy Spirit 

Call lis home, 
Where Saints inherit : 
Thy kingdom come ! 
Praise to Thee, alone possessing 
Glory, honour, praise, and blessing. 
Lord of light that mantles o'er Thee, 
Lord of life, we bow before Thee. 



MADRIGAL. 

Oh, what a very nice stroll in the wood, 

What a very nice stroll had we. 
When we beat off the little flies as well as we could. 
As we sat on the stump of a tree ! 
The sun peep'd down 
Through the forest brown, 
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Ajid you're cooler there than I," he thought ; 
And he kiss'd the roses twining. 
And the white wood blossoms shining. 
And the sweet forget-me-not. 



SUMMER CHORUS. 

Praise to Him who made us. 
And these soft leaves to shade us. 
While the gentle breeze, 
Through the whispering trees, 
With music answers while we sing : 
Praise the Lord ; we praise Thee, 
Summer's smile obeys Thee, 
While her scene displays Thea, 
Our Creator King. 

Summer flowers are wreathing, 
The breath of summer breathing, 
Around our seat 
The bright birds fleet. 
With summer glancing on their wing. 
Summer skies are glowing. 
Summer breezes blowing, 
Summer tides, soft flowing. 
Murmur while we sing. 
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And though this life's but dying, 
Why wrong sweet hours by sighing ? 
We'll meet again, 
A happier train, 
Where summer fades not while we sing 
Praise to Him who gave us 
One irom death to save us. 
Why should fears enslave us 
While we praise our King ! 



"COME, COME TO MILKING." 

Come, come to milking ; come, come to milking ; 
Come, come my bonny, bonny oow. 
The heats are fled, and the sky is red, 
And the shadows lengthening now ; 
And the weary seek their home. 
For the welcome hour is come. 

Come, come to milking ; come, come to milking ; 
Come, stir your steps so staid. 
The supper stands for eager hands. 
But the blessing is delay'd. 
While the children at the gate 
For their sister's coming wait. 
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Come, come to milking ; oome, come to milking ; 
Come, bonny cow, and soon ; 
For you how sweet the dewy peat, 
AU glitt'ring to the moon ! 
There you may turn and rove. 
And I to those I love. 



GOOD NIGHT. 

Good nighfc, good night, the earth and sky 
With looks of love, " Good night " reply ; 
And ere the sun resigns his place 
His beaming arms the world embrace 
In pledge to meet again. 

Good night, good night, thou blessed sun ; 
Thy well-spent day is almost done ; 
A little faint thou seem'st to me ; 
But bright as thine my rising be. 
When we shall meet again. 

Good night, good night, my native soil. 
Where labour scarcely seems a toil ; 
Soft dews refresh the weary ground, 
And spangle all the landscape round, 
When we shall meet again. 
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Good night, good nighty my faithful Mend, 
Whose heedful steps my steps attend ; 
No troubled dreams thy rest annoy, 
No prowler mar thy honest joy, 
When we shall meet again. 

Good night, good night, my pretty bird. 
Thy gentle note no more is heard ; 
But with the sunrise, on the wall, 
Shall wake thy sweetly eager caU, 
That we may meet again. 

Good night, good night, yon heav'nward spire 
That trembles yet with sacred fire, 
The nearer heaven the last to fade, 
The first to triumph over shade, 
And kindle praise again. 

Good night to all, for I must say, 
I've spent with all a happy day ; 
But who can tell how long may be, 
How deep the sleep awaiting me, 
Ere we shall meet again ? 

Yet wherefore should it make me grieve, 
Or love those less whom I must leave ? 
'Tis but *' Good night ! "—a Httle while, 
And waking all, with answering smiloi 
How blest we'll meet again ! 
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THE STARS^ LULLABY. 

While the twilight's closing, 
Earth to rest composing, 
See how clear the skies appear, 
With worlds of light enclosing 
Their slumb'ring sister dear ! 

Sleep, they sing, securely, 
Safety to assure thee, 
Our circling train will watch maintain 
In turn, nor leave thee, surely. 
Till day is thine again. 



A DREAM. 



Has the peace of God reliev'd you 

From the sinner's guilty pain ? 
Has the world so oft deceived you. 

And will you trust her wiles again ? 
Do you sigh to taste her pleasures ? 

Pants your heart to hear her strain ? 
'Tis too late to count your treasures. 

When regrets alone remain. 
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Once, as stiminer evening, closing,. 

Drew her shadows round my bed, 
Wearied, lone, but not reposing, 

Tnoughts like yours their poison shed, 
Life seem'd all bewitching gladness, 

Faith a cold unreal shade; 
Then I pray'd — in vain — ^the madness 

Would not, e'en in sleep, be staid. 

In my dreams, a scene, displaying 

More than waking charms, I saw ; 
Happy creatures there were straying, 

Youth and joy their gentle law. 
Banquets here, with songs and smiling, 

These apart, as each inclin'd, 
'Till a sweetness stole beguiling. 

As I gazed, that fill'd my mind. 

Harmless pleasures, so endearing. 

Could it be a sin to prove 'i 
" Yes," said Conscience, interfering, 

** You yearn to give them all yout love " 
But I ventured, trembled, tasted. 

Oh, how sweet the new-found" joy ! 
Earnest, rapt, what others tasted 

Was to me life's fond employ. 
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When — with deep'nmg awe beholding — 

Clouds on rolling clouds around, 
Open'd— oh, such scenes disclosing ! 

In such light, — 'twas holy ground. 
Abraham there I saw in glory. 

With him who in his bosom lay. 
And all the saints of sacred story, 

But how chang'd from sinful clay ! 

And there, with awful love elated. 

My Pastor stood entranced in prayer, 
And hand in hand in stillness waited, 

My parents, with their children there. 
One was not — my bosom trembled — 

Ejiowing who that one must be ; 
For, oh, it could not be dissembled, 

I felt their place was not for me. 

How I strove to catch their greeting, 

Strove to show my struggling thought ! 
But their glances, mildly meeting, 

Pass'd as though they knew me not. 
Vainly now my soul may languish, 

Not for me those scenes divine ; 
But my sorrows burst in anguish, 

When I thought. They once were mine. 



{ 
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Mine in calm and quiet feeling, 

Mine along life's common walk, 
Mine in deep and ricb. revealing, 

When with God I seem'd to talk. 
Ev'n those moments, then distressing, 

With the " wedding garment " stain'd ; 
Now had been a heav*n of blessing. 

For, theny mj heart with Q-od remained. 

Thus I woke ; — my heart was breaking — 

My cheek, my pillow wet with tears, 
And 'twas long ere reason, waking. 

Could dispel my guilty fears. 
Had I ev'n in sleep forsaken 

Him to whom all hearts lie bare ? 
Then I thought, though tempted, shaken, 

I had clos'd mine eyes in prayer. 

Oh, the rapture that returning 

Told my name was yet above ! 
Christ was mine ; — adoring, burning. 

All my soul dissolv'd in love. 
And I knelt — in countless number. 

Eyes of Heaven alone might see — 
** Never may I know the slumber 

Would beguile me. Lord, from Thee ! " 
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COMFORT. 

I LOVE the Lord, for the Lord loves me ; 
Before His word all shadows flee. 
" Fear not," He says, *' for thou art mine :" 
How shall I praise such love divine ? 

Seal'd on my heart that word I'll bear ; 
Though life depart, I'll hold it there ; 
Nor shall the tomb my grasp undo, 
For He will come, whose word is true. 



A MORNING HYMN. 

I'll bless the Lord, who bids me see 
Another day, a gift to me — 
A gift of life, rejoicing free 

In His unchanging love ; 
For ev'ry bright and sprightly ray 
In angel accents seems to say, 
" We left our dwelling to display 

His truth, no change can move. 

N 
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'^ 'Tis He who bade the princely light 
Divide the world with mourning night, 
And change her weeds with vesture bright 

That waves in diamonds round. 
And ev'ry word shall stand as siLre ; 
Though sorrow may a night endure. 
The day will dawn that brings its cure, 

Be thou but faithful found." 

Oh, may I trust the. gracious sign 
Of sin remov'd, assures me Thine, 
That peace and pardon seal'd are mine, 

For my Bedeemer's sake ! 
What joy my steps should then attend ! 
Nor grief to see my sun descend. 
Since light and shade assurance blend — 

I shall but sleep to wake. 
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Part IV. 

AUTUMN SONGS. 



The year is crown'd : above, below, 

Her sober state bebold ; 
The skies in robes of purple glow, 

The earth in hues of gold. 
The sun no more, the breeze, the shower. 

Need now exert their care ; 
'Tis Nature's pause ; while yon grey tow'r 

Says, ** Gome to evening prayer." 

How many a dark and bitter morn 

These sunset smiles repay ! 
The valleys standing thick with corn 

Were then but miry clay ; 
And had we fear'd the storm and rain, 

'Twere cheerless still and bare ; 
But hands can never toil in vain 

That first are raised in prayer. 
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THE HARVEST SABBATH. 

Thbough pleasant fields would sometiines stray 
The Sabbath Lord on His own day ; 
The harvest bending where He mov'd, 
And round His footsteps those He lov'd. 

He brought them to the house of prayer, 
And made them kneel beside Him there ; 
Then led them forth, prepared to see 
How well His words and works agree. 

The bounteous earth, the beauteous sky, 
Could they endure, their Lord so nigh ? 
It seem*d as if their Lord they knew. 
Nor fear'd, but gladden'd, at the view. 

And I, too. Lord, would meet Thee here, 
With conscience void of doubt or fear, 
Lest rustKng grain or linnet's lay 
Should wile my Sabbath mood away. 

If, when I leave the hallow'd shrine. 
The heart of Nature is not mine, 
Estrang'd from all her simple scene. 
Have I with Jesus truly been ? 
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But wben Devotion's heaven-lit glow 
Is felt in love of all below, 
Then have I leam'd to walk and pray 
With Jesus on the Sabbath-day. 

Who by His Sabbath presence seal'd 
To higher use the harvest-field, 
Than ev'n the Qabbath can afford — 
The service of the Sabbath's Loiii. 



SABBATH EVE. 

The Sabbath sun is set. 

The church is left; benighted ; 
But in our dwelling yet 

The Sabbath lamp is lighted. 
The labours of the week 

Leave Nature worn and weary ; 
But they the Lord who seek 

Find rest — ^refresh'd and cheery. 

We left our home to pray ; 

But who, our place possessing, 
Has wav'd each care away, 

And lighted up a blessing ? 
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A mild and holy light, 
Unshaded by a sorrow — 

The Sabbath's fair good night, 
That tells a happy morrow. 



AN AUTUMN DAY. 
(Cantata.) 

Behind a cloud the morning hides awhile, 
That earth the more may prize her happy smile ; 
But soon the silv'ry mists dissolve away, 
And give the world the mild autumnal day. 

Hail to Thee ! 

Lord, we see 
(With Thy gifts surrounded). 

Wide as space 

Spreads Thy grace. 
Lord of love unbounded ! 

For see, where'er we trace aroimd 
The varied landscape's swelling bound, 

The feast is spread, 

The blessing said, 
And Labour sits a smiling queen with golden circlet 
crown'd. 



Autumn. 183 

And shall our lips their grateful strain refuse ? 
And shall our hearts in sullen coldness muse ? 
When Heaven is bright with joy and warm with 

love, 
Let chilling doubt and sadness far remove ; 
When earth in deep contentment sits at rest, 
Shall man, the favoured heir of all, remain ingrate, 

unblest ? 

See, the reaper trains advancing 

Spread their armies o'er the plain ; 
See, before their bright steel glancing, 

Fall the ranks like warriors slain. 
But, unlike War's dismal reaping, 
Far from hence lament and weeping ; 

Laughter sweet, and harmless glee. 

Autumn's harvest revelry. 
Come to the reaping, come to the binding, 
Eeapers, binders, come ! 

<' Our hearts are light, our hands are strong. 
And, timing labour with a song. 
We drive our plodding work along. 
Winter is coming, with rain and wind ; 
We'll leave him but little to reap or bind ; 
We'll save from his clutches our children's bread, 
And leave him the stubble to make his bed. 
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When forests are crasliing, and fields are mire. 
We'll think light of our toil, with the cake on 

the fire. 
See the little gleaners busy to and fro, 
Their scanty tribute gathering as they go. 
Bless their little hearts ! they will not hurt your 

store ; 
Whatever they take they'll leave, in blessing, 
more. 
Work, work, monarchs are waiting ; 
The highest depend on the lowest in station ; 

While they are consulting, contriving, debating, 
The sheaf is the pride and the strength of the 
nation. 
Our hearts are light, our hands are strong ; 
And, cheering labour with a song. 
We drive our plodding work along." 

Faintly in distance clear. 
Greet those blithe notes the pensive ear: 
How sweet to sit, and muse alone — 
To muse, and wish such close of life my own ! 

Autumn, in thee we feel. 
Through summer's glow, a wintry sadness steal. 
In peace thou bid'st, but still thou bid'st, depart; 
But, hark ! those village chiming bells reviving 
hope impart. 
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Hark ! the toll for evening prayer, 
Floating on the quiet air ; 
Melting in the glowing west, 
Seem from Heav'n those tones of rest. 
" Weary mortals," still they say, 
" Cease from labour ; come to pray." 

Slowly, eve's last gloamings fade. 

And shade and stillness all the scene pervade ; 

Till, as the floating mists recede. 

With struggling beam o'er stream and mead, — 

The harvest moon, with lustre warm. 
Shines broad and full o'er field and farm ; 
And shadows, forming, faintly show. 
That earth has felt her gentle glow. 
The scenes that labour left awhile 
In shade again begin to smile. 
But all so soften' d, so refin'd. 
As not for toil, but thought, design'd. 

How blithely rose the cheerful morn 
On glancing hook and rustling corn ! 
How rich the blessing sunset shed 
Upon our gathered ** daily bread " ! 
Now reaper, gleaner, all are gone. 
The harvest joy of day is done ; 
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And, lo, these mild reflective rays 
Arise to turn our joy to praise. 

When Winter bounds the closing year, 
How dark the nightfall oft, and drear ! 
And Summer's rip'ning splendour needs 
The dewy gloom that oft succeeds. 
But now, the mystery complete, 
God's precious gifts are at our feet ; 
And all is love, and all is light — 
The Sun by day, the Moon by night. 



BRIGHT IN DECAY. 

Bbight in decay the autumn leaves are gleaming. 
Waiting their hour, the hour that none may flee; 

While Heav'n, in pity, sheds her softest beaming, 
That their last moments may their brightest be. 

But Winter soon, with angry tempests blowing. 
Shall rend each ling'rer — ^pitiless and cold ; 

Better escape while love is warmly glowing. 
Bright in decay, like flakes of burnish'd gold. 
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PEACE. 

In peace to live, in peace to die : 
So looks, so breathes tliis peaceful sky, 
That tints the autumn's fading wood, 
That softly lights the silver flood, 

Where hoary tower and hill, 
In calm reflection, pausing, brood. 

So peaceful and so still. 

With lingering steps, let's watch awhile, 
TiU Evening spreads her parting smile ; 
Then, home returning, meek, resigned 
To Nature's gentle warnings. And, 

In gleams of pardon'd sin, 
The peace we seem'd to leave behind 

Is spirit peace within. 



TRUST. 



The Bosebud, just streaking, with envy survey'd 
The flowers of the Spring, in their fulness array' d ; 
When Summer was flushing, their beauty was o'er ; 
Was the Bosebud then sorry she bloom'd not 
before ? 
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Then Summer in fading saw Autumn in grace, 
Till the crocuB was rising, the last of her race. 
How great, sure, her triumph — ^the garden her own : 
Ah, sad is that blooming that blooms all alone ! 

Fair buds, safe and sheltered, abide your own time ; 
, With the dew on your blossom, rejoice in your 
prime ; 
And when you must wither from pining refrain — 
The winter will pass ; the birds call yoii again. 



RESIGNATION, 

When grief or pain oppress my heart. 

To Thee, my God, I'll flee ; 
I'll try to bear a cheerful part, 

I'll try to trust in Thee. 
Though clouds may spread and joys remove. 

Which Thou didst long allow ; 
It were not to requite Thy love 

To brood unttiankivil uo^ . 
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Could Thy sweet works my strains inspire, 

In Life's exulting noon ; 
And do they less my thanks require, 

If I must leave them soon ? 
Since all I've leam'd to love below 

Shall only pass away. 
To be renew'd in brighter glow, 

And never to decay. 

And though sometimes my heart will grieve, 

I'll try to be resign'd. 
And smile with those who, pining, leave 

The wounded bird behind. 
I'll try to show I trust a Friend 

More kind than tongue can say, 
And He can happier visions send 

Than Earth can take away. 

Then thou, my soul, no more repine — 

Thou canst not break the snare — 
But let thy Maker's will be thine, 

And try what peace is there ; 
For He who gave the cheerful light, 

And years of sunshine blest, 
Will not remove when closing night 

Shall soothe thee to thy rest. 
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THE DEEP SLEEP. 

With labour weary, 
Come, Slumber, near me, 

Thy dewy balm my senses steep ; 
No earthly treasure 
Were now such pleasure 

As, all resigned, to sink to sleep. 

Then, kind friends, stay not, 

My rest delay not, 
Let Slumber's seal my eyelids dose. 

The morning breaking 

Shall bring me waking — 
My only wish is, now, repose. 



PARTING. 

When those dear friends, who round the heart 
Have twin'd their fond endearments, part, 
How sad their smile on fancy plays, 
As sun-gleams pale on wintry days ! 
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A longing love the soul enthralls, 

We would not check the sigh ; 
We turn from Pleasure's gilded halls 
To lonely heath and ruin'd walls — 

To Nature's sympathy. 

But not to thee, dark feudal tow'r ; 
Too sad thy tale for such an hour : 
It tells of scenes for ever fled — 
Of life-warm hopes for ever dead. 
But in this shrine, so still, so fair, 

Is slumber, not decay. 
Still breathe the whisperings deep of pray'r, 
The chant still pauses on the air — 

'Tis sleep, that dreams of day. 

And those reposing round, — though strange 
Their times, in all that suffers change — 
Yet still Devotion's starting tear 
Is warm as when they worshipp'd here. 
Then, if to those whom ages part 

We feel as dearly known, 
Not even Death's too-dreaded dart 
Can ere divide the join'd in heart. 

But make them more our own. 
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Eesplendent, 
See, o'er all ascendent, 
One whose aspect, sure, we know ! 
Before Him 
Bending, they adore Him, 
Fix'd in rapture's speechless glow, 

Then, pointing. 
Turn their eyes on us below. 



THE END. 
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